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PRO L O G E. 


T O Houſholds, beth alike in Dignity, 
| In fair Verona, (where we lay our Scene) 

From antient Grude break to new Mutiny, 

Where civil Blaad make civil Hands unclean. 
From forth the fatal Loins of theſe two Foes, 

A Pair of ſtar- croſs d Lovers take their Life ; 
Whoſe miſ-adventur'd piteaus Overthraws, 

Do with their death, bury their Parents ſtrife. 
The fearful Paſſage of their death-mark'd Love, 

And the Continuance of their Parents Rage, 
Which but their Childrens end nought could remove, 

It now the two hours Traffick of our Stage. 
The which if you with Patient Ears attend, 
What here hall miſs, our Tail ſhall firive to mend. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
ESCALUS, Prince of w 


Paris, a young Nobleman in love with Juliet, end 


Kinſman to the Prince. 
Montague, 2 Two Lords of antient Families, Ene- 
Capulet, mies to each other. 
Romeo, Son ts Mont | 


Mercutio, Kinſman to the Prince, and friend :oRomeo, 5 


Benvolio, Kinſman and friend to Romeo. 
Tibalt, Kinſman to Capulet. | 
Friar Lawrence. 
Friar John. 
Balthaſar, Servants to Romeo. 
Page to Paris. 
5036 Servant to Capulet, 
Al ram, Se: vant 1 Montague. 
Apothecary. 
Simon Catling, 

Hugh Rebeck, 8 Three Muſicians. 
Samuel Soundboard. 
Peter, Servant to the Nurſe. 


Lady Montague, Wife to Montague. 
22 2 ife to Capulet. 


Jae, Daughter to Capulet, in love with _— 


Nurſe to Juliet. 
CHORUS. 


Citizens of Verona, ſeveral Men and W Re- 
lations to Capulet, Maſters, Guards, Watch, 

and other attendants. 

The SCENE, in the Beginning of the fifth 4a, is 
in Mantua ; during all the reſt of the Play i in 

and near Verano. 

The Plit taken from an Italian Nove of Bandello. 
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ROMEO and JULl.ET. 


ACT-LA SCENE Lk 
The Street * Verona. 


Enter Sampſon and Gregory. g [words and 
bucklers, tuo -jervants of the Capulets. 


SAMPSON. 


\REGORY, on my word we'll not carry coals. 
Greg. No, for then we ſhould be colliers. 
Sam. I mean and we be in cholar, we'll draw. 
Greg. Ay, while you live, draw your neck out of the 
collar, : 
Sam. I ſirike quickly, being mov'd. 

Greg. But thou art not quickly mov'd to ſtrike. 
Sam. A dog of the houſe of Jontague moves me. 
Greg. To move, is to ſtir : and to be valiant, is to 
ſtand : therefore, if thou art mov'd, thou runn'ſt away. 

Sam A dog of that houſe ſhall move me to ſtand : T 


will take the wall of any man or maid of Montague's. 


Greg. That ſhews thee a weak ſlave, for the weakeſt 
goes to the wall. 
Sam. True, and therefore women, being the weak- 
eſt veſſels, are ever thruſt to the wall: therefore I Will 
puſh Montagze's men from the wall, and thruſt his maids 
to the wall. 

Greg. The quarrel is between our maſters, and us 
t:eir men. | 

Cem. Tis all one. I will ſhew my ſeif a tyrant: 
when I have fought with the men, I will be cruel with 
the maids, and cut cf their heads. | 

| A | Greg. 
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Greg The heads of the maids ? | 
Sam. y, the heads of the maids, or their maiden- 
he; ds, take t in what ſenſe thou wilt. 
Gre:. I hey muſt take it in ſenſe that feel it. 
| Sam. Me they ſhall teel while I am able to ſtand; and 
tis known am a pretty piece of f-ſh. 


' [is well thou art not fiſh: if thou had'ſt, thou 
bd 81. Poor Jobn. Draw thy tool, here comes of 
the uwcuſe 0: Man'agaes. 

Euer Abram and Balthaſar 

Sam. My nacked weapon is out; quarrel, I vin 

back thee. 

Seeg. How turn thy back and run? 

Sam Fear me not. 

| Greg No, mar y: | fear thee. | 

Cam. Let us take tne — of our ſides, let them begin. 

Greg. ! will irown as I paſs by, and let them take it 
as they liſt. 

Sam. Nay as they dare. I will bite my thumb at 
them, which is a diſgrace to theth, if they bear it. 
Abr. Do you bite your thumb at us, Sir ? 

Sam. I do bite my thumb, Sir. 

Abr. Do you bite your thumb at us, Sir 

_ is the law on our fide, if I ſay ay? 

Greg. No. 

Sem. No, Sir, I do not bite my thumb at you, Sir : 
but 1 bite my thumb, Sir. 

Greg, Do you quarrel, Sir ? | 

Ar. Quarre} Sir? no, Sir. 

Sam. If you do, Sir, I am for you: I ferve as good 
a man as you 

Abr. No better? 

Sam. Well, Sir. 


Enter Benvolio. 1 


| Greg. Say better; kere comes one of my maſter's 
kinſmen, | 
Sam. Ves, bettar, Sir. 
r. You lie. 


Sam. Draw, if ycu be men. 8 remember thy 
ſwaſhing © voy 5 [They fight. : 


Ben. Part, fools, po up your ſwords, you know not 
What you do, 


. 


Enter 


ood 


not 


ater 


Have at thee, coward. | [fg ht. 


By thee, old Capulet, and Montague, 


Caſt by their grave beſeeming ornaments; 


Cancred «ith peace, to part your cancred hate, 
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Enter Tibalt. 
715. What, art thou drawn among theſe heartleſs 
hinds? 
Turn thee, Bexvelio, look upon thy death, 
Ber. | do but keep the peace; put up thy ſword, 
Or manage it to part theſe men with me 
Tib. What drawn and talk of peace? I hate the word 
As T hate hell, all Montagues, and thee, 


Enter three or four citizens with clubs. 

Offc. Clubs, bills, and Partiſans / ſtrike ! beat them 

down, | x 1 
Down with the Capulets, down with the Montagues. 
Enter old Capulet in his gown, and lady Capulet. 
Cap. What noiſe is this? give me my long ſword, ho! 
IL. Cap. A crutch, a crutch; why call ycu for a ſword ? 
Cap. My ſword, I fay: old Montague is come, 
And flouriihes his blade in fpight of me. 
Entr old Montague and lady Montague. 

Mon. Thou vilain, Capulet Hold me not, let. 

me g0. | 

La. Mon. Thou ſhalt noi ſtir a foot to ſeek a foe. 

Enter prince with attendants. 

Prince. Rebellious ſubjects, enimies to peace, 
Prophaners of this neighbour-ſtained ice! 
Will they not hear? what, ho, you men, vou beaſts, 
That quench the fire of your pernicious rage, 
With purple fountains iſfaing from your veins : 

On pain of torture, from thoſe bloody hands, 
Throw your miſ-temper'd weapons to the ground, 
And hear the ſentence of your moved Prince. 

Three civil broils, bred of an airy word, 


Have thrice diſturb'd tae quiet of our ſtreets, 
And made F:rona's antient citizens | 


To wield old Partiſans, in hands as old, 


If ever von diſturb cur ftreets again, 
Your I ves ſhall pay the forfeit of the peace. 
For this time all the reſt depart away, 
You, Capulet, ihall go with me; 
And 


8 Romeo and Juliet. 


And, Montague, eome you this afternoon, 
To know our further pleaſure in this caſe, 
To old free-town cur common judgment-place: 
Once more, on pain of death, al men depart. 
[Exeunt prince and Capulet, &c. 

La. Mon. Who ſet this antient quarrel now abroach ? 

Speak, nephew, were you by when it began? 
Bien. Here were the ſervants of your adverſary ; 
And yours, cloſe fighting, ere I did approach; 
I drew to part them: In the inſtant came 
The fiery Tiba!t, with his ſword prepar'd, 
Which as he breath'd defiance to my ears. 
He ſwung about his head, aud cut the winds, -- 
Who nothing hurt withal, hiſs'd him in ſcorn. 
While we were inter changing thruſts and blows, 
Came more and more, and fought on part and part. 
*Tilt the Prince came, who parted either part. 

La. Mon. O where is Remes? ſaw ye him to day? 
Right glad am I, he was not at this fray. 

Ben. Madam, an hour before the worſhip'd Sun 
Peer'd through the golden window of the eaſt, 

A troubl'd mind drew me to walk abroad, 
Where underneath the grove of ſycamour, 
That weſtward rooteth from the city fide, 
So early walking did I ſee your fon. 
Tow'rds him I made, but he was ware of me, 
And ſtole into the covert of the wood. 
I meaſuring his affections by my own, 

That moſt are buſied when they re moſt alone, 
Purſ.1-4 my humour not purſuing him; 
And gladly ſhun'd, who gladly fled from me. 

Men. Many. a morning hath he there been ſeen, 
With tears augmenting the freſh morning dew, 
Adding to clouds, more clouds with his deep ſighs ; 
Eat ell fo ſoon as the all-chearing fun * 
Should, in the fartheſt eaſt, begin to draw 
Tre thady curtains from Auroras bed; 
Away from lig':t ſteals home my heavy ſon, 
And private in his chamber pens kimſelf; 
Si.uts up Els windows, locks fair day-liglit out, 
And makes himſelf an artiſicial night. 


Black 


> 


But he, his own affection's counſellor, 
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Black and portentous muſt this humour prove, 
Unleſs good counſel may the cau e remove. 


Den. My noble uncle, do you know the cauſe ?- 


Mon; I neither know it, nor can learn it of him. 
Ber. Have you importun'd him by anv means? 
Men. Both by my ſelf and many other friends; 
of 

Ts to himſelf (I will not ſay how true) 

But to himſelf fo ſecret and ſo cloſe, 

So far from ſounding and diſcovery ; 

As is the bud bit with an envious worm, 

Ere he can ſpread his ſweet leaves to the air; 


. Or dedicate his beauty to the ſun. 


Could we but learn from wi.ence his ſorrows grow, 
We would as willingly give cure, as know. 
. Enter Romeo. 
Ben. See where he comes: ſo pleaſe you ſtep aſide, 


TI know his arievance or be much deny d. 


Mon. I wculd thou wert ſo happy by thy ſtay, 
To hear true thrift. Come, madam, let's away. [Exe. 
Ben. Good- morrow, couſin. 
Nam. Is the day fo young? 
Ber. But new ſtruck nine. 
Rom. Ah me, ſad hours ſeem long! 
Was that my father that went hence ſo faſt ? 
Ben. It. was: what ſadneſs lengthens Romeo's hours? 
Rom, Not Eaving that, which having makes them thort: 
Ben. In love? 
Rom Out — 
Ben. Of love 3 
Rom. Out of her favour where I am in love. 
Ben. Alas, that love fo gentle in his view, 


Should be fo tyrannous and rough in proof! 


Rom. Alas, that love, whoſe view is muffled ſtill, 
Should without eyes ſee pathways to his will! 
Where ſhall we dine? O me hat fray was 
_ hae? —— ; 
Yet tell me not, for I have heard it all. 
Here's much to do with hate, but more with love: 
Why then, O hrawling l ve! O loving hate! 
Oh any thing of nothing firſt create ! 
Oh heavy lightneſs ! ferious vanity ! 


Mic 
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Mif-ſhapen chaos of well-ſeeming forms! 
Feather of lead, bright ſmoke, cold fire, fick health! 
Still-waking ſleep, that is not what it is ! 

This love feel I, that feal no love in this. 

Doſt thou not laugh? | 
Ben. No, coz, I rather weep. 
Rom. Good heart, at what ? 
Ben. At thy good heart's oppreſſion. - 

Rom. Why ſuch is love's tranſgreſſion—. 

Griefs of mine own lie h-avy in my breaſt ; 

Which thou wilt propagate to have them preſt 

With more of thine ; this love that thou haft ſhewn 

Doth add more grief to too much of mine own. 

Love is a ſmoke, rais'd with the fume of ſighs, 

Being purg'd, a fire ſparkling ia lovers eyes, 

Being vex'd, a ſea nouriſh'd with lovers tears; 

What is it elſe ? a madneſs moſt diſcreet, 

A choaking gall, and a preſerving ſweet: 

Farewel my couſin. [ Going. 
Ben. Soft, I'll go along, | 

And if you leave me fo, you do me wrong. 

Rom. Tut! I have loſt my ſelf, i am not here; 

This is not Romeo, he's ſome other where. 

Ben. Tell me in ſadneſs, who ſhe is you love? 
Ram What, ſhall I groan and tell thee ? 

Ben. Groan ? why no, but ſadly tell me, who. 
Rom. Bid a ſick man in ſadneſs make his will 

O word, ill urg'd to one that is fo ili 

In ſadneſs, couſin, I do love a woman. 

Pen, I air'd ſo near, when I ſuppos'd you lov'd. 
Rom. A right good marks-man, and ſhe's fair I love. 
Pen. A right fair mark, fair coz, is ſooneſt hit. 
Ram. But in that hit you miſs, —— ſhe'll not be hit. 

With Cupid's arrow; ſhe hath Dian's wit: 

And in ſtrong proof of chaſtity well arm'd, 

From love's weak childiſh bow ſhe lives unharmed, 

She will not ſtay the ſiege of loving terms, 

Nor bide th'encounter of aſſailing eyes, 

Nor ope her lap to faint-ſeducing gold. 

O ſhe is rich in beauty; only poor, 


That when ſhe dies, with herdies beauty's ſtore. 


Bens 


2 
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"Ben. Then ſhe hath ſworn, that ſhe will ſtill live chaſte? 
Rom. She hath, and in that ſparing makes huge waſte, 
For beauty ſtarv'd with her ſeverity, | 
Cuts beauty off from all poſterity. 
She is too fair, too wiſe : wiſely too fair, 


To merit bliſs by making me deſpair; 


She hath forſworn to love, and in that vow 

Do I live dead, that live to tell it now 
Ben. Be rul'd by me, forget to think of her. 
Rom, O teach me how I thould forget to think. 
Ben. By giving liberty unto thine eyes : 


' Examine other beauties. 


Rom. Tis the way 
To call hers (exquiſite) in queſtion more; 
Thoſe happy maſks that kiſs fair ladies brows, 
Being black, put us in mind they hide the fair: 
He that is ſtrucken blind cannot forget 
The precious treaſure of his eye ſight loſt. 
Shew me a miſtreſs that is paſſing fair; 
What doth her beauty ſerve but as a note, 
Where I may read who paſt that paſſing fair? 
Farewel, thou canſt not teach me to forget. 

Ben. I'll pay that doctrine, or elſe die in debt. [ Exe. 


SCENE ll. 


Enter Capulet, Paris, and ſervant. 
Cap. And Montague is bound as well as I, 


In penalty alike; and tis not hard 


The earth hath ſwallow d all my hopes but ſhe, 


For men ſo old as we to keep the peace. 


Par. Of honourable reck'ning are you both, 
And pity tis you liv'd at odds ſo long; 

But now, my lord, what ſay you to my ſuit ? 
Cap. But ſaying o'er what I —4 ſaid before: 
My child is yet a ſtranger in the world, | 
She hath not ſeen the change of fourteen years; 


Let two more ſummers wither in their pride, 


Ere we may think her ripe to be a bride. 
Par. Younger thai ſhe are happy mothers made. 
Cap. And too ſoon mar'd are thoſe ſo early made: 


She 
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She is the hopeful lady of my earth: 

But woo her, gentle Paris, get her heart, 
My will to her conſent is but a part; 
If ſhe agree, within her ſcope of choice 

Lies my conſent, and fair according voice : 

This night, I hold an old accuſtom'd feaſt, 
Whereto i have invited many a gueſt, 

Such as | love, and you among the ſtore, 

One more {moſt welcome! makes my number more 
At m. poor nouſe, look to behold this night, 
Earth-treading ſtars that make dark heavn's light, 
Such comfort as do luſty young men feel, 
When well apparell'd April on the heel 

Of limping winter treads, even ſuch delight 
Among freih female-buds ſhall you this night 
Inherit at my houſe; hear all, all fee, 

And like her moſt, whoie merit moſt ſhall be : 
Which on more view of many, mine being one, 
Many ſtand in number, though in reck'ning none. 
Come, go with me. Go, firrah, trudge about, 
Through fair Ferona, find thoſe perſons out 

Whoſe names are written there, and to them ſay, 
My houſe and welcome on their pleaſure ſtay, 


— Cap. and Par: 


Ser. Find them out whoſe names are written here ?--It 
is written, that the ſhoe-maker ſhould meddle with his 
yard, and the taylor with his laſt, the fiſher with his 
pencil, and the painter with his nets. But I am ſent to 
find thoſe perions whoſe names are here writ, and can 
never find what names the writing perſon hath here writ. 
I muſt to the learned. in good time. 

Enter Benvolio and Romeo. 


Bes. Tut, man, one fire burns out another's burning, 


One pain is leſſon d by another's anguiſh ; 
Turn giddy and be Eelp'd by backward turning, 
One deſpe: ate grief cure with another's languiſh 
Take thou ſome new infection to the eye, 
And the rank poiſon of the old will die. 
Rom. Your plantan leaf is excellent for that. 
Ben. For what I pray thee ? 9 
Roam. For your broken ſhin. 


Ber. 


cutio and his brother Valentine; mine uncle Capulet, 


With all the admir'd beauties of Verona. 
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Ben. Why, Romeo, art thou mad ? i 
Rom. Not mad, but bound more than a mad man is : 
Shut up in priſon, kept without my food, 
Whipt and tormented ; and good e'en, good fellow. 
| | [ To the ſervant? 
Ser. God gi' good e'en: I pray, Sir, can you read? 
Rom. Ay, mine own fortune in my miſery. 
Ser. Perhaps you have learn'd it without book : but 
I pray, | | 
Can you read any thing you ſee ? 5 
Rom. y, if I know the letters and the language. 
Ser. Ye ſay honeſtly, reſt you merry, 
Rom. Stay, fellow, [ can read. 
| Ce reads the letter] 
S ſenior Martino, and his wife and daughters : Count 
Anſelem and his beautious fifters ; the lady widow of 
Vetruvio; Signior Placentio, and his lovely nieces 5 Mer- 


his wife ond daughters , my fair niece Roſaline, Livia, 
fegnior Valentio, and his couſin Tibalt ; Lucio, and the 
lovely Helena. 1 

A fair aſſembly; whither ſhould they come? 

Ser. Up. | 

Rom. Whither ? | 
Ser. To ſupper to our houſe. 

Ram. whoſe houſe ? 

Ser. My maſter's 

Rom. Indeed I ſhould have aſkt you that before. 

Ser. Now I'll tell you without aſking. My maſter is 
the great rich Capulet, and if you be not of the houſe of 
Montagues, | pray come and crult a cup of wine. Reſt 
you merry. [ Exit. 

Ben. At this ſame antient feaſt of Capulets, 0 
Sups the fair Roſaline, whom thou fo lov'ſt; 


Go thither, and with unattainted eye, 
Compare her face % ith ſome that ſhall ſhow, 
And | will make thee thing thy ſwaa a crow. 
Rom. When the devout religion of mine eye 
Maintain ſuch falſehoods, then turn tears to fires 
And theſe who often drown'd, could never die, 
"Tranſparent kereticks be but for liars, 


B One 
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One fairer than my love ! th' all-ſeeing ſun 
Ne'er ſaw her match, ſince firſt the world begun. 

Ber. Tut, tut, you ſaw her fair, none elſe being by, 
Herſelf pois'd with her ſelf in either eye: 
But in thoſe chryſtial ſcales, let there be weigh'd 
Your lady love againſt ſame other maid 
That I will ſhew you, ſhining at this feaſt, 

And ſhe will ſhew ſcant well, that now ſhews beſt. 
Rom. I'll go along, no ſuch ſight to be ſhewn, 
Eut to rejoice in ſplendor of mine own. [ Exennt. 
SCENE IV. 
Capulet's Houſe, 
Enter Lady Capulet and Nurſe. 
La. Cay. NJ URSE, where's my, daughter? call her 
forth to me. 

Nurſe. Now (by my maiden- head, at twelve years old) 
T bad her come; what lamb, what lady-bird, God for- 
bid where's this girl? what Juliet? 

Enter Juliet. | 

Jul. How now, who calls? 

Nurſe. Your mother. 

Jul. Madam, I am here, what is your will? 

La. Cap. This is the matter — - Nurſe, give leave 
a while, we muſt talk in ſecret ; nurſe, come back again, 
] kave remembered me, thou ſhalt hear our . counſel ; 

thou know'ſt my daughter's of a pretty age. 
 _ Nar/e. Faith I can tell her age unto an hour. 

La. Cap. She's not fourteen. 

Nurſe. I'll lay fourteen of my teeth, and yet to my 
teen be it ſpoken, I have but four, ſhe's not fourteen ; 
how long is it now to Lammas-tide ? 

| La. Cap. A fortnight and odd days. 

Nurſe. Even or odd, of all days in the year, come 
Lammas-eve at night, ſhall ſhe be fourteen. Saſan and 
the (God reſt all chriſtian ſouls) were of an age. Well, 
Saſan is vita God, the was too good ivr me. But as I ſaid, 
cn / ammes-eve at night ſhall the be fourteen, that ſhall 
ue, m.rry I remember it will. Tis fince the eartk⸗ 

1 quaAe 


her 
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quake now eleven 
ſhall forget 


ſtind alone, nay, by 


wadled all about; for even the day before ſhe broke her 

brow, and then my huſband, (God be with his foul, he 
was a merry man, ) took up the child; yea, quoth he, 
doſt thou fall upon thy face; thou wilt fall backward 
when thou haſt more wit, wilt thou not, Jule? and by 
my holy dam, the pretty wretch left cry ing, and ſaid 
ay ; to ſee now how a jeſt ſhall come about. 
rant, if I ſhould live a thouſand 
forget it; wilt thou not, Jule, quoth he ? and pretty 
fool, it ſlinted, and ſaid, ay. | 
La. Cap. Enough of this, I pray thee hold thy peace. 
Narſe. Yes, madam ; yet I cannot chuſe but laugh, 
to think it ſhould leave crying, and (ay, ay; and yet I 
warrant it had upon its brow a bump as big as a young 
perilous knock, and it cried bitte-ly. 
Yea, quoth my huſband, fall'ſt upon thy face? thon 
wilt fall backward when thou comeſt to age ; wilt thou 
Jule? it ſtinted, 
Jul. And ſtint thee too, I 
Narſe. Peace, I have done; God mark thee to tis 


8 grace, | 
Thou waſt the prettieſt babe that e'er I nurſt. 


cockrel's ſtone : a 


not, 


it, of all the 


years, and ſhe was wean'd, I never 
days in the year, upon that 
day ; for I had then laid worm-wood to my dug, fitting 
in the ſun under the dove-houſe wall, my lord and 
were then at Mantua 
But as I ſaid, when it did taſte 
nipple of my dug, and felt it bitter, pr 
it teachy, and fall out with the dug. Shake, quoth the 

dove-houſe—"twas no need I trow to bid me trudge ; 

and ſince that time it is eleven years, for then ſhe could 
th' rude ſhe could have run, and 


you 
„I do bear a brain. 

worm-wood on the 
etty fool, to fee 


and ſaid, ay. 
thee, nurſe „ ſay J. 


An I might live to ſee thee married once, 


I have my 
La. Cap. 


wiſh. © 


I come to talk of. Tell me, daughter Juliet, 
How ſtands your diſpoſi 


tion to be married ? 


Jul. It is an honour that I dream not of. 
| Nurſe. Anhonour ? were not I thine only nurſe, 


than you 


I'd fay thou haſt ſfuck'd wiſdom from thy teat. 
La. Cay. Well, think of marriage now ; younger 


war- 
years, I ſhould not 


is the very theam 


12e 
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Here in Vereva, ladies of eſteem, 

Are made already mcthers. By my count, 

I was your mother much upon theſe years 

That you are now a maid Thus then in brief, 

The valiant Paris ſeeks you for his love. 

Nurſe. A man, young lady, lady ſuch a man 

As all the world —— why he's a man of wax. 

La. Cap. Verona's ſummer hath not ſuch a flower. 
Nur/e. Nay he's a flower, in faith a very flower, 
La. Cap. What fay you, can you like the gentleman ? 

This hight you ſhall behold him at our feaſt, 

Read o er the volume of young Parz:'s face, 

And find delig':t writ there with beauty's pen; 

Examine ev'ry ſeveral lineament, 

And fee, how one another lends content: 

And what obſcur'd in this fair volume lyes, 

Fund written in the margent of his eyes. 

Tbis precious book of love, this unbound lover, 

To beautify him only lacks a cover. 

The #6!) lives in the fea, and tis much pride, 

For fair without the ſair, within to hide. 

That book in many eyes doth ſhare the glory, 

That in gold claſps lecks in the golden ſtory. 

Soſhall you ſhare all that he doth poſſeſs, 

By having him, making yourſelf no leſs. ; 
Narſe. No leſs ? nay bigger women grow by men. 
La Cap. Speak briefly ; can you like of Paris's love? 
Jul. I' lock to like, if locking liking move. 

Eut no more deep will I indart mine eye, 

Than your conſent gives ſtrength to make it fly. 

Enter a Servant. 


Ser. Madam, the gueſt are come, ſupper ſerv'd up, 


you call'd, my young lady aſk'd for, the nurſe curs d in 
the pantry, and every thing in extremity. I muſt henc? 
to wait, I beſeech you follow ſtraĩt · 


La. Cap. We follow thee. Juliet, the county ſtays, 


xeunt. 


SCENE V. 


Nurſe. Go, girl, ſeek happy nights to happy day. 


IN ? 
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SCENE V. 
| A Street before Capulet's Houſe, 


Enter Romeo, Mercutio, Benvolio, with five or fix: 0- 
ther ma ſters, torch bearers and drums. 
Roam. What ſhall this ſpcech be ſpoke for our excuſe? 
Or ſhall we on without Apology ? 
Ben. The date is out of ſuch prolixity, 
We'll have no Cupid hood-wink'd with a ſcarf, 
Bearing a Tartar's painted bow of lath, 
Scaring the ladies like a crow-keeper : 


Nor without a book prologue faintly ſpoke 


After the prompter, for our entrance. 
But let them meaſure us by what they will, 
We'll meaſure them a meaſure, and begone. 
Rom. Give me a torch, I am not for this ambling ? 


Being but heavy, I will bear the light. 


Mer. Nay gentle Romeo, we muſt have you dance. 
Rom. Not I, believe me; you have dancing ſhoes 
With nimble ſoles, I have a ſoul of lead, 


So ſtakes me to the ground I cannot move. 


Mer. You are a lover, borrow Capid's wings, 
And ſoar with them above a common bound. 
Rom. I am too fore enpierced with his ſhaft, 


To ſoar with his light feathers ; and ſo bound, 


I cannot bound a pitch above dull woe: 
Under love's heavy burden do I ſink. 
Mer. And to fink in it ſhould you burden love; 
Too great oppreſſion for a tender thing ! 
Rem. Is love a tender thing! it is too rough, 
Too rude, too boiſt'rous, and it pricks like thorn, 
Mer. If love be rough with you, be rough with love 
Prick love for pricking, and you beat love down, 
Give me a eaſe to put my viſage in; 
A viſor for a viſor ; what care I, 


Wat curious eye doth quote deformities, 
Here are the beetle brows ſhall bluſi for me. 


Ben. Come, knock and enter, and no ſaoner in, 


But ev'ry man betake him to Eis legs. 


Rom. A torch for me. Let waatons, light of ket, 
Tickle the ſemeleſs ruthes with their Heels: 
For I am proverb'd with a gaad-ſue phraſe; 
| B 3 ay 
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I'll be a candle-holder, and look on, 
The game was ne'er ſo fair, and I am done. 
Mer. Tut, dun's the mouſe, the conſtable's own word? 
If thou art dun, we'll draw thee from the mire ; 
Or, ſave your reverence, love, wherein thou ſtickeſt 
Up to thine ears; come we burn day-light, ho. 
Rom, Nay, that's not ſo. 
Mer. I mean, Sir, in delay. 
We burn our lights by night, and lamps by day. 
Take our good meaning, for our judgement its 
Five times in That, ere once in our fine wits. 
Rom. And we mean well in going to this maſk ; 
But 'tis no wit to go. 
Mer. Why, may one aſk ? 
Rom. I dreamt a dream, to night. 
Mer. And ſo did I. 
Rom. Well; what was yours ? 
Mer. That dreamers often lie. 
Rom In bed aſleep, while a do dream things true. 
Mer. O then I tee queen Mab hath been with you. 
She is the fancy's mid-wife, and ſhe comes 
In ſhape no bigger than an agat-ſtone 
On the fore-finger of an Alderman, 
Drawn with a team of little atomies, 
Athwart men's noſes as they lie aſleep : 
Her waggon-ſpokes made of long ſpinners legs; 
The cover, of the wings of grathoppers ; 
The trace, of the ſmalleſt ſpider's web; 
The collars, of the moonſhine's watry beams; 
Her whip, of cricket's bone; the laſh of film ; 
Her waggcner a ſmall grey coated gnat, 
Not half ſo big as a round little worm, 
Prickt from the lazy finger of a maid. 
Her chariot is an empty hazel-nut, 
Made by the joiner ſquirrel, or old grub, 
Time out of mind the faries coach-makers : 
And in this late the gallops night by night, 
Tt.rough lovers brains, and then they dream of love ; 
Cn courtiers knees, that dream on curtſies ſtrait : 
O' er lawyers fingers, who ſtrait dream on fees: 
Oer ladies lips, who ſtrait on kiſſes dream, 
Wuich oft the angry Ma with bliſters plagues, 
Becauie 


rd? 


rue, 
Is 
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Becauſe their breaths with ſweet-meats tainted are, 

Sometimes ſhe gallops o'er a lawyer's noſe, | 

And then dreams he of ſwelling out a ſuit : 

And ſometimes comes ſhe with a tith-pig's tail, 0 

Tickling the Parſon as he lies a ſleep; 

Then dreams he of another benefice. 

Sometimes ſhe driveth o'er a ſoldier's neck, 

And then he dreams of cutting foreign throats, 

Of breaches, ambuſcadoes, Spaniſh blades, 

Of healths five fathom deep; and then anon 

Drums in his ears, at which he ſtarts and wakes, 

And being thus frighted, ſwears a prayer or two, 

And ſleeps again. This is that very Mas 

That plats the manes of horſes in the night, 

And cakes the elf-locks in foul ſluttiſh hairs, 

Which once untangled, much mis{ortune bodes. 

This is the hag, when maids lie on their backs; 

That preſſes them, and learns them firſt to bear, 

Making them women of good carriage : 

This is ſhe 
Rem. Peace, peace, Mercutio, peace; 


Thou talk'ſt of nothing 


Mer. True, I talk of dreams ; 
Which are the children of an idle brain, 
Begot of nothing, but vain phantaſy. 
Which is as thin of ſubſtance as the air, 
And more unconltant than the wind; who wooes 
Ev'n now the frozen boſom of the north, 
And being anger'd puffs away from thence, 
Tu ning his face to the dew-dropping ſouth. 
Ben. This wind you talk of blows us from ourſelves ; 
Supper is done, and we ſhall come too late. 
Rom. | fear too early; for my mind miſgives 


Some conſequence, yet hanging in the ſtars, 


Shall bitterly begin his fearful date 
VVith the night's revels, and expire the term 
Of a deſpiſed life clos'd ia my breaſt, 


By ſome vile forfeit of untimely death. 


But he that hath the ſteerage of my courſe, 
Lirect my ſuit ! On, luſly gentlemen. 
Ben. Strike, drum. 
[They march about the flage, and go off. 
| SCENE 
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SCENE VL 
Capvlet's Houſe, and Servants come forth wwith their 


naphins. 

1 Serv. VVhere's Potpan, that he helps not to take 
away ? he ſhift a trencher ! he ſcrape a trencher ! 
2 Serv. V Vhen good manners ſhall lie all in one or 
mens hands, and they unwaſh'd too, it is a foul 


2 Ser m. Ay, boy, ready. 
1 Serv. You are look'd, call'd for, aſk'd for, and 
ſought for, in the great chamber. 

2 Serv. VVe cannot be here and there too; chearly 
boys; be briſk a while, and the longer liver take all. 


[ Exeunt. 
SCENE VII. 


Enter all the gueſts and ladies with the maſters. 


1 Cap. 2 elcome gentlemen. Ladies that have your 
eet OD 
Unplagued with corns, we'll have a bout with you. 
Ah me, my miſtreſſes, which of you all 
. VVill now deny to dance? ſhe that makes dainty 
I'll ſwear hath corns; am I come near ye now? 
VVelcome all gentlemen, I've ſeen the da 
That I have worn a viſor, and could tell 
A whiſpering tale in a fair lady's ear, 
Such as would pleaſe : tis gone; 'tis gone; tis gone! 
5 ( Muſick plays, and they dance, 
More light, ye knaves, and turn the tables up; 
And quench the fire, the room is grown too hot. 
Ah, firrah, this unlook'd for ſport comes well. 
Nay ſit, nay fit, good couſin Capuler, | 
For yeu and I are paſt our dancing days; 
How long 15't now ſince laſt your ſelf and I 
VVerein a maſk ? 


2 Cap. 


ne ! 
ance, 


Cap. 
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2 Cap. By'r lady, thirty years. 
1 Cap. V Vhat man tis not ſo much, tis not ſo much; 
"Tis fince the nuptial of Lucentio, 
Come Pentecoſt as quickly as it will, 
Some five and twenty years, and then we maſk'd. 
2 Cap. Tis more, tis more; his ſon is elder, Sir: 
His ſon is thirty. | 
1 Cap. VVill you tell me that? 
His ſon was but a ward two years ago. 
Rom. What lady's that which doth enrich the hand 
Of yonder knight ? 
Serv. I know not, Sir. | | 
Rom. O ſhe doth teach the torches to burn bright; 
Her beauty hangs upon the cheek of night, 
Like a rich jewel in an £rhiop's ear: 
Eeauty too rich for uſe, for earth too dear 
So thews a ſnowy dove trooping with crows, 
As yonder lady o'er ker feilows ſhows, 


The meaſure done, I'll watch ber place of lang; 


And touching hers, make happy my rude hand, 
Did my heart love till now? forſwear it fight ; 
I never ſaw true beauty till this night. 

Tib. This by his voice ſhould be a Montague, 
Fetch me my raper, boy: what, darcs the ſlave 
Come hither cover'd with an antick face, 


Jo fleer and ſcorn at our folemaity ? 


Now by the ſtock and honour of my kin, 
To ſtrike him dead I hold it not a fin. 
Cap Why how now, kinsman, wherefore ſtorm you lo 3 

T:4 Uncle, this is a Montague, our foe: 

A villain that is hither come in ſpite, 

To ſcorn at our ſolemnity this nigat. 
Cap. Young Romeo, is t? 
Tis. That villain Romeo. 
Cap. Content thee, gentle coz, let him alone, 


Ile bears him like a portl y gentleman : 


And to ſay thruth, Verona brags of him, 
To be a virtuous and we!-govern'd youth. 
1 would not for the wealth of all tais town, 
Here in my houſe do him di ſparagement. 
Therefore be patient, take no ncte of him; 
It is my will, the which if thou reſpe &, 
ſhew - 
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Shew a fair preſence, and put of theſe frowns, 
An ill-beſeeming ſemblance for a feaſt. 


_ Tib. It fits, when ſuch a villain is a. gueſt. 
I'll not endure him. 
Cap He thall be endur d. 


| * 
Am I the maſter, or you ? Go to 
| You'll not endure ! God ſhall mend my ſoul. 
You'll make a mutiny among my gueſts: . 
You will ſet a cock-a-hoop ? you'll be the man? 


Trib. Why, uncle, tis a ſhame. 
Cap. Go, go, go to. 
You are a ſaucy boy is t ſo indeed — 
This trick may chance to ſcathe you; I know what. 
You muſt contrary me ! marry tis time. 
Well faid, my hearts——You are a | ng. go. 
Be quiet, or (more light, more light, for hame) 
I'll make you quiet What, cheerly my hearts. 
Tib. Patience perforce with wiltul choler meeting, 
Makes my fleſh tremble in their different greeting. 
I will withdraw; but this intruſſon hall, . 
Now ſeeming ſweet, convert to bitter gall. 
Rem. If I prophane with my unworthy hand 
| [: Juliet. 
"This holy ſhrine, the gentle fin is this, 
My lips two bluſhing pilgrims ready ſtand, 
To ſmooth that rough touch with a tender kiſs. 
Jul. Good pilgrim, you do wrong your hand too much, 
Which mannerly devotion ſhews in this; 
For ſaints have hands that pilgrims hands do touch, 
And palm to palm is holy Palmers kiſs. 
Rom. Have, not faints lips and holy palmers too ? 
Jul. Ay, pilgrim, lips that they muſt uſe in prayer. 


— 


Nom. O then, dear ſaint, let lips do what hands do, 


They pray, (grant thou) left faith turn to deſpair. 
Fl fabnts do not move, yet grant. for prayer ſake. 
MM... Then move not while my Prayers e * take. 
om my lips, by thine my ſin is purg d. 
King ber. 
Fol. Then have my lips the fin that late they took. 
Rom. Sin from my lips; O treſpaſs. ſweetly urg d: 


Give my ſin again. | _ 


I I tomy 


| Romeo and Juliet. 23 
Jul. You kiſs by th' book. 
Nurſe. Madam, your mother craves a word with you. 
Rom. What is her mother ? [To her Narſe. 


Nurſe. Marry, batchelor, 


Her mother is the lady of the houſe, 


And a good lady, and a wiſe and virtuous. 
I nurs'd her daughter that you talkt withal; 
I tell you, he that can lay hold of her 
Shall have the chink. 
Rom. Is ſhe a Capler? - 
O dear account ! my life is my foe's debt. 
Ben. Away, be gone, the ſport is at the beſt. 
Rom. Ay, ſo I fear, the more is my unreſt. 
Cap. Nay, gentlemen, prepare not to be gone, 
We have a trifling fooliſh banquet towards. 
Is it e'n ſo ? why then, I thank you all. 


I thank you honeſt gentlemen, good night; 


More torches here—come on, then let's to bed, 

Ah ſirrah, by my fay it waxes late, 5 

reſt. Y [Exennt} 
Jul. Come hither, nurſe, what is yon-gentleman ? 


|  Narſe The ſon and heir of old Tiberio. 


Jul. What's he that now is going out of door? 
Nurſe. That as I think is young Petruchio. | 
Fal. What's he that follows here, that would not 
Nw ſe. | know not. dance. 
Jul. Go aſk his name. If he be married, 5 
My grave is like to be my wedding - bed. 
Nurſe. His name is Romeo, and a Montague, 
1 ſon of your great _ 
Jul. My only love ſprung from my only hate! 
Too early 3 and 4 — late; 
Prodigious birth of love it is to me, | 
That I muſt Ive a loathed enemy. 
Nurſe. What's this? what's this? 
af Arhime I learn'd e' en now 
one I danc'd withal. [Ons calls with:n, | liet. 
Nurſe. ADDON, annon 
Come, let's away, the ſtrangers all are go1e, [ Excunt; 
Ever CHORUS. | 
OW old defire doth on his dzath-bed lye, 
And young affection gapes to he his bo ; * 
it 
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That fair, for which love groan'd fore, and would 

ac, 
With tender Juliet match'd, is now not fair. 

Now Romeo 1s belov'd, and loves again, 

A like bewitch'd with the charm of looks : 
But to his foe ſuppos'd he muſt complain, 

And ſhe ſteal love's ſweet bait from fearful hooks 
Being held a foe, he may not have acceſs - 
To breath ſuch vows as lovers uſe to ſwear ; 
And the as much in love, her means much leſs, 

To meet her new-belov'd any-where : 
But paſſion lends them power, time means to meet, 
Temp'ring extremities with extream ſweet. [Ex. Chor. 


" _—_—_—— 


ACT n. 
SCENE I. the Street. 


Enter Romeo alone. | 
Rom. CAN I go forward when my heart is here? 
Turn back dull earth, and find thy center out. Ex. 
Enter Benvolio with Mercutio. 

Ben. Romeo, my couſin Romeo. 
Mer. He is wile, 
And on mv life hath ſtol'n him home to bed. 

Ben. He ran his way, and leap'd this orchard wall. 
Call, good Mercutio. 

Mer. Nay, I'll conjure too. | 
Why, Romeo! humours! madman! paſſion ! lover ! 
Appear thou in the likeneſs of a ſigh 
Speak but one rhime, and I am ſatisfied. 
Cry but Ay me couple but love and dove, 
Speak to my goſſip Venus, one fair word, 
One nick-name to her pur-vlind ſon and heir, 
(Young Abraham Cupid, he that ſhot ſo true, 
When king Capbetua lov'd the begzar-maid —-,) 
He heareth not, he ſtirreth not, he moveth not, 
The ape is dead, end i mutt conjure him. 
I conjure thee by Reſaline's bright eyes, 
By ber high fore-nead, and her ſcariat li p, 


By hei 


And tl 
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By her fine foot, ſtrait leg and quivering thigh, 


And the demeſnes that there adjacent lye, 
That in thy likeneſs thou appear to us. | 
Ben. And if he hear thee, thou wilt anger him, 
Mer. This cannot anger him: twould anger him. 
To raiſe a ſpirit in his miſtreſs circle, 
Of ſome ſtrange nature, letting it there ſtand 
Till ſhe had laid it, and conjur'd it down; 
That were ſome ſpight. My invocation is 
Honeſt and fair, and in his miſtreſs' name, 
I conjure only but to raiſe up him. 
Ben. Come, he hath hid himſelf among theſe trecs, 
To be conſorted with the hum'rous night: | 
Blind is his love, and beſt befits the d 
Mer. If love be blind love cannot 
Now will he fit under a medlar-tree, 
And wiſh his miſtreſs were that kind of fruit, | 
Which maids call medlars when they laugh alone — 
Romeo, good night, I'll to my truckle-bed, 
This field-bed is too cold for me to fleep : 
Come, ſhall we go? 
Ben. Go then, for 'tis in vain | 
To ſeek him here, that means not to be found. 


| D Exeunt. 
SCENE IL 
Capulet's Garden. 


the mark. 


Enter Romeo. 
Rom. He jeſts at ſcars that never felt a wound—— 
But ſoft, what light through yonder window 
| breaks ? | e Soo 
It is the eaſt, and Juliet is the ſun! 
(Juliet appears above at a window. 


Ariſe, fair ſun, and kill the envious moon, 


Who is already ſick and pale with N | 

That thou, her maid, art far more fair than ſhe. 

Be not her maid ſince ſhe is/envious : 

Her veſtal livery is but ſick and green, 

And none but fools do wear it, caſt it off 

She ipeks, yet the ſays nothing; what of that? 

Fer eve diſcourſes, I will anſwer it. 
C 
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J am too bold, tis not to me ſhe ſpeaks: 

Two of the faireſt ſtars of all the heav'n, 
Having ſome buſineſs, do intreat her eyes, 

To twinkle in their ſpheres till the return. 
What if her _ were there, they in her head ? 


As day-light doth a lamp; her eyes in heav'n, 
Would through the ziry region ſtream ſo bright, 
That birds would ſing, and think it were not night: 
See how ſhe leans her cheek upon her hand ! 
That I might touch that cheek ! 
Ful. An me! | 
Rom. She ſpeaks. 
Oh ſpeak again, bright angel, for thou art 
As glorious to the ſigat, being o'er my head, 
As is a winged meſſenger from heav'n, 
Jato the white unturned wondring eyes 
Of mortals, that fall back to gaze on him, 
When he beſtrides, the lazy pacing clouds, 
And fails upon the boſom of the air. 
Jul ORameo, Romeo, — — where art thou Nome? 
Thou art thyſelf, though not a Montague. 
Deny thy father and refuſe thy name: 
Or il thou wilt not, be but ſworn my love, 
And 'n no longer be a Capulet. | 


Fal. Tis but thy name that is my enemy. 
Wh.:t's Montague? it is not hand or foot, 
Nor arm, nor face — nor any other part. 
| What's in a name? that which we call a roſe, 
By any other name would ſmell as ſweet. 
So Rome would, were he not Romes call'd, 
| Retain that dear periection which he owes, 
Without that title; Romeo, quit thy name, 
And for thy name, which is no part of thee, 
Take all myſelf 
Pom. I t:ke tice at thy word: 
Cai! me hut love and lil be new baptiz'd ; 
Henceforth never will be Names. 
Jul. What razn art thou, that thus beſercen'd in night 
So ſtumdleſt on mf counſel? 


Te brightneſs of her cheek would ſame thoſe ſtars, 


Rom. Shall l hear more, or ſhall I ſpeak at this? (Ade. 


Ram. 
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Rom. By a name 
I know not how to tell thee who I am : 
My name, dear faint, is hateful to my ſelf, 
Becauſe it is an enemy to thee. 
Had I it written, I would tear the word. 
Jul. M; ears have yet not drunk a hundred words 
Of that tongue's uttering, yet I know the ſound. 
t: Art thou not Romeo, and a Montague ? 
or Rom. Neither, fair ſaint, if either thee dillike. 
Jul. How cam'ſt thou hither, tell me, and whereſore? 
The orchard walls are high, and hard to climb, 
And the place death, conſidering who thou art, 
If any of my kinſmen find thee here. | 
Rom. With love's light wings did I o'er-perch theſe 
walls, | EE 
For ſtony limits cannot hold love out ; 
And what love can do, that dares love attempt : 
Therefore tay kinſmen are no ſtop to me. | 
Jul. If they do ſee thee, they will murder thee. 
Rom. Alack there lies more peril in thy eye, 
Than twenty of their ſwords ; look thou but ſweet, 
And I am proof againſt their enmity. | 
Jul. I would not for the world they ſaw thee here. 
Rom. I have nigat's cloak to hide me from their eyes, 
| And but thou love me, let them find me here; 
(Aae. My life were better ended by their hate; 
Y Than death prorogued, wanting of thy love. 
Jul. Eu whole directions found'ft thou out this place? 
Rom. By love, that firſt did prompt me to enquire; 
He lent me counſel, and I lent him eyes : 
I am no pilot, yet wert thou as far 
As that vaſt ihore, waſli'd with the fartgeſt ſea, 
TI would adventure for ſuch merchandi!2. 
Jul. Trnou know'ſt the maſk of nic2t is on my face, 
Elſæ weuid a maiden bluſh bepaint my cheek 
For that which thou haſt heard me ſpeak to-night. 
Fain would I dwell cn form, fain, fain deny 
What Lhave ſpoke—but farewel compliment: 
Doſt thou love me? I know thou wilt ſay, av, 
And I will take thy word yet if thou ſwear'?, 
3 Thou may'ſt prove falſe; at lovers periuries 


They ſay Fove laughs. Ob gentle Romeo, 
2 | 2 


ame? 


in nigtt 


If 
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If thou doſt love, pronounce it faithfully : 
Or if you think I am too quickly won, 
F'll frown and be perverſe, and ſay thee nay, 
So thou wilt wooe: but elſe not for the world. 
In truth fair Montague, I am too fond; 
And therefore thou may ſt think my haviour light: 
But truſt me, gentleman, V1] prove more true, 
Than thoſ: that have more cunning to be ſtrange. 
I thould have been more ſtrange, I muſt conſeſs, 
Bat tnat thou over-heard'ſt, e're I was ware, 
My true love's paſſion ; therefore pardon me, 
And not impute this vieiding to light love, 
V Vhich the dark night bath fo diſcove d. 
Rom. Lady, by yonder bleſſed mcon I vow, 
That tips wita ſilver all theſe fruit free tops 
Jul. O ſwear not by the moon, th' inconſt on, 
at monthly changes in her circled orb/; 
_ Leſt that thy love prove likewiſe variable. 
Nom. VVhat ihall I ſwear by ? | 
Jul. Do not ſwear at all; 
Or if thou wilt, ſwear by thy gracicus ſelf, 
VVhich is the god of my idolatry, 
And Tit believe thee. | 
Kon. If my true heart's love 
Jul. VVell, do not ſvcar —althcugh I injoy thee, 
I have no joy of this contract to- night; 
It is too raih, too unadvis d, too ſudden, 
Teo like the lightning which doth ceaſe to be 
Etre one can ſay, it lightens——ſweet, good night. 
Tuis bid of love by ſummer's ripening breath 
May prove a beaut-ous flower when next we meet: 
Gc<od nignt, gocd night as ſweet repoſe and ict 
Ce: to thy keart, as that within my breaſt. 
Rom. O wilt taou leave me ſo unſatisfied? )? 
Jul. VVhat ſatisfaction can't thou have to-nigat ? 


Rom. Th' exchange of thy love's faithful vow for mine? 
Jul. I gave taee mine before thou Sa qa it: 
And yet I would it were to give again. 5 
Rom. VVould'ſt thou withdraw it ? for waat purpeie, 
love ? | 3 
Jul. But to be frank, and give it thee again. 
And yet i with but for the thing I have: 


My 


a 
L 
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My bounty is as boundleſs as the ſea, 
My love as deep ; the more l give to thee, 


The more I have, for both are infinite. 
I hear ſome noife within ; dear love adieu. 


[ Nurſe calls within. 
Anon, good nurſe Sweet Montague be true : 
Stay but a little, I will come again. _ [ Exit. 
Rom. O bleſſed, bleſſed night. I am afraid 
Being in night, all this is but a dream ; ; 
Too fit ering ſweet to be ſubſtantial. 
Re-enter Juliet above. 
Fur * words, dear Raus, and good night in- 
ee 
If that thy bent of love be honourable, | 
Thy parpoſe marriage, ſend me word to-morro Wo 


By one that I'll procure to come to thee, 


VVhere and what time thou wilt perform the rite ; 
And all my fortunes at thy foot I'll lay, 
And follow thee, my love, throughout the world. 
[/PFithin Madam. 
T come anon — but if thou mean'ſt not well, 
1 do beſeech thee —==( Within : Madam.) By and by 
come — 
To ceaſe thy ſuit, ahd leave me to my grief. 
To-morrow will I ſend. 
Rom. So thrive my (cul, 
Jul. A thouſand times good-night. ( Exit. 
Rom. A thouſand times the worſe to want thy light. 


Love goes tow'rd love, as ſchool-boys from their books N 
But love from love, towards ſchool with heavy looks. 


Emer Juliet again. 

Jul. Hiſt! Romeo, hiſt ! O for a faulkner's voice, 
To lure this taſſel gentle back again 
Bondage is hoarſe and may not ſpeat aloud, 

Elſe would I tear the cave where Echo lies, 
And make ter airy tongue more hoarle than mine 
VVith repetition of my Romeo. 

Rom. It is my love that calls upon m name. 
How ſilver ſweet ſound lovers tongues by night 
Like ſofteſt muſick to attending ears 

Jul. Romeo. 

Ram. my ſweet! 
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At what a clock to-morrow 

Shall 1 ſend to thee ? 

Rom By the hour of nine. 

I will not fail, *tis twenty years till tl. en. 

I have forgot why I did call thee back. 
Rom. Let me ſtand here till thou remember it. 
Ful. I ſhall forget, to have thee ſtill ſtand there, 
Remembring how I love thy company. 

Ram. And [I'll ſtill ſtay to have thee ſtill forget, 
Forgetting any other home but this. | 
Jul. Tis almoſt morning. I would have thee gone, 
And yet no further than a wanton's bird, 
That lets it hop a little from her hand, 
Like a poor priſcner in his twiſted gyves, 
And with a ſilk thread plucks it back again, 
So loving jealous of his liberty. 

Rom. I would I were thy bird : 

Fal. Sweet, fo would I, 
Yet I ſhould kill thee with much cheriſhing. | 
Good-night, good night. Parting is ſuch ſweet ſorrow, 
That | ſhall ſay good-night till it be morrow, [ Exit. 

Rom. Sleep dwell upon thine eyes, peace in thy breaſt; 
Would I were aſleep and peace, fo ſweet to reſt ! 
Hence will I to my ghoſtly friar's cloſe cell, 
His help to crave, and my dear hap to tell. 


SCENE III. 


A Monaſtery. 


Enter Friar Lawrence, with a baſket. 
Fri. THE grey-ey'd morn {miles on the frowning 
night, 
Check'ring the eaſtern clouds with ſtreaks of light. 
And darkneſs flecker'd like a drunkard reels 
From forth day's path, and Tizan's burning wheels. 
Now e'er the fun advance his burning eye, 
The day to cheer, and night's dank dew to dry, 
I muſt ll up this oſier cage of ours © 
Wita beleful weeds, and precious juiced flowers. 
The earth that's nature's mother, is her tomb, 
What is her burying grave, that is her womd : 
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And from her womb children of divers kind 

We ſucking on her natural botom find : 

Many for many virtues excellent, 

None but for ſome, and yet all different. 

O mickle is the powerful grace, that lies 

In plants, herbs, ſtones, and their true qualities. 
For nought ſo vile, that on the earth doth live, 
But to the earth ſome ſpecial good doth give : 
Nor ought ſo good, but ſtrain'd from that fair uſe, 


Revolts from true birth, ſtumbling on abuſe. 


Virtue itſelf turns vice, being milx>p!;'d, . 
And vice ſometime by action's dignity d. 
Witnin the infant rind of this (mall flou er 
Poiſon hath reſidence, and medicine power : 
For this being ſmelt, with that ſenſe chears each part ; 
Being taſted, ſlays all ſenſes with the heart. 
Two ſuch oppoſed foes encamp them 11] 
In man, as well as herbs , grace, and rude will; 
And where the worſer is predominant, 
Full ſoon the canker death eats up that plant. 
Euter Romeo. 

Rom. Good-morrov, father. 

Fri. Benedicite. i 
What early tongue fo ſweet ſaluteth me? 


Young lon, it argues a didemper'd head, 


So ſoon to bid good-morrow to thy bed: 


Care keeps his watch in every cl4 man's ee, 
And where care lodgeth, flcep will never le, 
But where unbruiſed youth with unſtuft brain 
Doth couch his limbs, there golden ſle-p doth reign. 
Therefore thy earline!s doth me aſſure, « 
Thou art up-rous'd by ſome d:Rem;/rature 
Or if not ſo, then here I hit it right, 
Our Romeo hath not been in bed to night. 
Rom. That laſt is true, the ſweeter reſt wag mine. 
Fri. God pardon fin ! waſt thou with Ro/a/ing ? 
Rom. With Roſaline, my ghoſtly father? no. 
I Have forgot that name, and that name's woe. 
Fri. That's my good ſon; but where haſt thou been 
Rom. T'Il tell tizce ere thou afk it me again; (then? 
have been f-aſting with mine enemy, | 
Where on a ſudden one hath wounded me, 


That's. 
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That's by me wounded ; both our remedies 
Within thy help and holy phyſick lies; 
J bear no hatred, bleſſed man, for lo 
My interceſſion likewiſe ſtands my foe. 
F-i. Be plain, good ſon, and homely in thy drift; 
Ridling confeſſion finds but ridling fhrift. 
Rem. Then plainly know my heart's dear love is ſet 
On the fair daughter of rich Capulet; 
As mine on hers, ſo hers is ſet on mine, 
And all combin'd, fave what thou muſt combine 
By holy marriage : when, and where, and how 
We meet, we wco'd, and made exchange of vow, 
I'll tell thee as we paſs ; but this I pray 
That thou conſent to marry us to-day. 
Fri. Holy faint Francis what achange is here ? 
Ts Ro/aline, whom thou did'ſt love ſo dear, 
So ſoon forſaken ? young men's love then lies 
Not truly in their hearts, but in their eyes. 
Jeſu Maria what a deal of brine 
Hath waſht thy fallow cheeks for Ro/aline ? 
How much ſalt water thrown away in waſte, 
To ſeaſon love, that of it doth not taſte ? 
The ſun not yet thy fig:s from heaven clears, 
Thy old groans ring yet in my antient ears; 
Lo here upon thy cheek the ſtain doth ſit 
Of an old tear that is not waſh'd off yet. 
If e' er thou waſte thy ſelf, and theſe woes thine, 
Thou and thele woes were all for Reſali ne. 
And art thou chang'd ? pronounce this ſentence then, 
Women may fall, when there's no ſtrength in men. 
Rom. "Thou chid'ſt me oft for loving Ro/aline. 
Fri. For doating not for loving, pupil mine. 
Rom. And bad'ſt me bury love. 
Fri. Not in a grave, 
To lay one in, another out to have. | 
Rom. | pray thee chide not: ſhe whom I love now 
Doth grace for g-ace, and love for love allow : 
The other did not ſo. 
Fri. Oh ſhe knew well 
Tay love did read by rote, and could not ſpell, 
But come young waverer, come, and g. with me, 
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In one repect I'll thy aſſiſtant be: 
For this alliance may ſo happy prove, 
To turn your houſhold-rancour to pure love. 
Rom. O let us hence, I ſtand on ſudden haſte. 
Fi. Wiſely and flow ; they ſtumble that run faſt. 
| (Exeunt, 


SCENE lv. 
The Street. 


Enter Benvolio and Mercutio. 
Mer. WHERE the devil ſhould this Romeo be? 
came he not home to night ? 

Ben. Not to his father's, | ſpoke with his man. 

Aer. Why that ſame pale hard-hearted wench, that 
Roſaline, torments him ſo, that he will ſure run mad. 

Ben. Tibah, the kinſman to old Capulet, hath ſent a 
letter to bis father's houſe, 

Mer. A challenge on my life. 

Ben. Romes will antwer it. : 

Mer. Any man that can write, may anſwer a letter. 

Ben. Nay he will anſwer the letter's maſter, how be 
dares, being dar d. 

Mer. Alas, poor Romeo, he is already dead! ſtabb'd 
with a white wench's black eyes, run througa the ear 


with a love-ſong ; the very pin of his heart cieit with 


the blind bow-boy's butt-thaft; and is he a man to en- 
counter Tibalt ? | 
Ben. Why what is Tiba??? | 
Mer. More than prince of cats. Oh, he's the cou- 
ragious captain of compliments; he fights as you ſing 
prick- ſongs, keeps time, diſtance, and proportion; reſts 
his minium, one, two, and the third in your boſom; 
the very butcher of a ſill button, a duelliſt, a duelliſt; a 
gentleman of the very firſt houſe of the firit and ſecond 
cuuſe ; ah the immortal paſſado, the punto reverſo, the 
hay | | 
Ben. The what? 
Mer. The pox of ſuch antiek, liſping, affected phan- 
taſie, theſe new tuners of acceats :!— —Jeſu, a very 
good 
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good blade, a very tall man a very good 
Wore, ——Why is not this a lamentable thing, grand- 
fire, that we ſhould be thus aflited with this ſtrange 
flies, theſe faſhion mongers, theſe pardin nes, who 
ſt nd ſo much on the new form that they cannot fit at eaſe 
oa the old bench. O their box's, their bon's.! 

Enter Romeo. 

Ben. Here comes Romeo, here comes Romes. 

Mer. Without his roe, like a dried herring. O fleſh, 
fleh, how art thou fiſhified ? Now is he for the numbers 
taat Petarch flowed in : Laure to his lady was but a 
kitchen-wench; marry ſhe had a better love to berime 
her: Dido a dowdy, Cleopatra 2 gipſie, Helen and Her» 
hildings and harlots: 75% a gra eye or io, but not to 
the purpoſe. Signor Romeo, bonjour, there's a French 
ſalutation to your French ſlop. You gave us the coun- 
terfeit fairly laſt night. 

Rom. Good-morrow to you both. What ccunterfeit 
did I give you ? | 

Mer. The ſlip, Sir, the ſlip : can you not conceive ? 

Rom. Pardon, good Mercutio, my buſineſs was great, 
and in ſuch a caſe as mine, a man may ſtrain curteſy. 


Mer. That's as much as to ſay ſuch a caſe as yours 


conſtrains a man to bow in the hams. 

Rom. Meaning to curiiſte, 

Mer. Thou hait moſt kindly hit it. 

Rom. A moit courteous expoſition. 

Mer. Nay, I am the very pink of courteſie. 

Rom. Pink for flower. 

Aer. Right. 

Rom. Why then is my pump well flower'd. 

Mer. Sure wit follow me this jeſt, now, till 
thou haſt worn out thy pump, that when the ſing'e ſole 
of it is worn, the jeſt may remain after the wearing, ſo- 
ly-ſingular. 

Rom. O ſingle ſol'd jeſt, 

Solely ſingular, for the ſingleneſs. 


Mer. Come between us, good Bervolio, my wit faints. 


Rom. Switch and ſpurs, 
Switch and ſpurs, or I'll cry a match. 


Mer. 7 if our wits run the wild-gooſe chaſe, I 


am done: for who has more of the wild gooſe in one 
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of thy wits, than J am ſure I have in my whole five. 
Was I with you there for the goole ? | 

Rom. Thou waſt never with me for any thing, when 
thou waſt not there for the gooſe. | 

Mer. I will bite thee by the ear for that jeſt. 

Ram. Nay, good gooſe, bite not. 

Mer. Thy wit is a very bitter ſwecting, 
It is a moſt iharp ſawce. 

Rom. And is it not well ſerv'd into a ſweet gooſe ? 

Aer. O here's a wit of cheverel, that ſtretches from 
an inch narrow, to an ell broad, | 

Rom. | ſtretch it out for that word broad, which 


added to the gooſe, proves thee far and wide a broad 


gocſe. | 

Mer. Why is not this better than groaning for love ? 
Now thou art ſociable ; now art thou Romeo; now art 
thou what thou art, by art, as well as by nature; for 
this drivelling love is like a great naural, that runs lol- 
ling up and down to hide his bauble in a hole. 

Ben. Stop there, ſtop there. | 

Mer. Thou deſireſt me to ſtop in my tale againſt the 
hair. 

Ben. Thou wouldeſt have mad? thy tale large. 

Mer. O thou art deceiv'd, I would have made it ſhort, 


for I was come to the whole depth of my tale, and 


meant indeed to occupy the argument no longer. 
| Enter Nurſe and Peter her man. 
| Rom. Here's goodly gear: a ſayle! a ſayle! 
Mer. Two, two, a ſhirt and a ſmock. 
Nurſe. Peter. 
Pet. Anon. 
Nurſe. My fan, Peter. 
Mer. Do, good Peter, to hide her face; for her fan's 
the fairer of the two 
Nurſe God, ye good-morrow, gentlemen. 
Mer. God ye gocd-den, fair gentle woman. 
Parſe. Is it good-den? N 
Ker. Tis no lels, I tell you; for the bawdy hand of 
the dyal is now upon the prick of noon. 
Nurfe. Out upon you, hat a man are vou? 
Rem. One, gentle woman, that God hath made, kim- 
ſelf to mar. 
Narſe. 
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Nurſe. By my troth it is well ſaid : for himſelf to 
* quotha ? gentleman, can any of you tell me where 
J may find the young Names? 

Rom. I can tell you: but young Names will be older 
when you have found him, than he was when you 
ſought him: I am the youngeſt of that name, for Et 
of a worſe. 

Narfe. You ſay well. 

Mer. Vea, is the worſt well ? 

Very well took, i'faith, wiſely, wiſely. 

Nurſe. If you be he, fir, 

I deſire ſome confidence with you. 

Ben. She will indite him to ſome ſupper. 

Mer. A baw'd, a baw'd. So ho 

Rom. What haſt thou found ? 

Mer. No hare, fir, unleſs a hare, ür, i in a lenten 
pye ; that is ſomething ſtale and hoar ere it be ſpent. An 
old hare hoar, and an old hare hore, is very good meat 
in Lent. 

But a hare that is hore, i is too much for a ſcore, when 
it hores ere it be ſpent. 


Romeo, will you come to your father's ? we'll to dinner 


thither. 

Rom. 1 will follow you. 

Mer Farewel, ancient lady: 

Farewel br dy, lady. [Exeunt. Mercutio, Benvolio. 

Narſe. on, 4 what ſaucy merchant was 
this that was 10 > full of kis ropery ? 

Ram. A gentleman, — 2 loves to hear himſelf 
talk, and will ſpeak more in a minute, than he will 
ſtand to in a month. 

Nurſe. An a ſpeak any thing againſt me, 1'!l take 
im down an he were luſlier than he is, and twenty ſuch 
jacks : and if I cannot, Vil find thoſe that ſhall. Scur- 
vy-knave, lam non. of his flirt-giris; J am none of his 
fcxins-mates. And thcu muſt ſtand by too, and ſuffer 
every knave to uſe me at his pleaſure. 

[To ker man. 


* Pet. I ſaw no man uſe you at Eis pleaſure: if I had, 
my weapon ſliould quickly have been out, I warrant 
vou, I dare draw as foon as another man, if I fee occa- 
tion in a good quarrel, and the law cn my fide, 
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Nurſe. Now afore God, I am fo vext, that every 
part about me quivers——Scurvy knave! Pray you, 
Sir, a word: and as I told, you my young lady bid me 
inquire you out: what ſhe bid me to ſay, I will keep to 
my ſelf: but firſt let me tell ye, if ye ſhould lead her 
into a fool's paradiſe, as they ſay, it were a very groſs 
kind of behaviour, as they ſay; for the gentlewoman is 
young, and therefore if you ſhould deal double with 

er, truly it were an ill thing to be offered to any gentle- 


woman, and very weak dealing. 


Rom. Commend me to thy lady miſtreſs, I proteft 


unto thee — 


Nurſe. Good heart, and I'faith, I will tell her as much; 
Lord, Lord, ſhe will be a joyful woman. 
Rom. what wilt thou tell her nurſe ? thou doſt not 
mark me. 
Nurſe; I will tell her, fir, that you do proteſt ; which 
as I take it, is a gentleman-like offer. 
Rom. Bid her deviſe ſome means to come to ſhrift this 
afternoon. 
And there ſhe ſhall at friar Lawrence's cell, 
B'ſhriv'd and marry'd* here is for thy pains. 
Narſe. No, truly Sir not a penny. 
| Rom. Go to, I ſay you ſhall. 
Nurſe. This afternoon, Sir? well, ſhe ſhall be there. 
Rom. And ſtay good nurſe, behind the abbey wall : 
Within this hour my man ſhall be with thee, | 
And bring thee cords made like a tackled ftair, 
Which to the high top-gallant of my joy, 
Muſt be my convoy in the ſecret night. 
Farewell, be truſty, and I'll quit thy pains. 
Nurſe. Now God in heav'n bleſs thee : hark you, Sir. 
Rom. what ſay'ſt thou, my dear nurſe? 
Nurſe. Is your man ſecret ? did you ne'er hear ſay, 
Two may keep counſel, putting one away ? 
Rom. I warrant thee my man's as true as ſteel. 
Aurſe. Well, Sir, my miſtreſs is the ſweeteſt lady! 
Lord, lord, when 'twas a little prating thing O 
there is a nobleman in town. cne Paris, t a-: would ſeign 
lay knife aboard; but the, gerd foul kad as lieve lee a 
toad, a very toad, as lee bim: I anger her ſ metimes, 
and tell that Paris is the prorere” man; but ii} war- 
| E 
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rant you, when I ſay fo, ſhe looks as pale as any clout 
in the verſal world. Doth not roſemary and Romeo be- 
gin both with a letter? ; | 

Rom. Ay nurſe, what of that ? both with an R. 

Nurſe. Ay mocker ! that's the dog's name N, is 
for thee ? No, I know it begins with another letter and 
ſhe bath tte prettieſt ſententions of it, of you and roſe- 
mary, that it would do you good to hear it. 


Roam. Commend me to thy lady— [Exit Romeo. 
Nurſe Ay, a thouſand times. Peter. 

Pet. Anon. 

Nurſe. Take my fan, and go before. [ Exennt. 


* 


SCENE V. 
C apulet's Houſe. 


Exter Juliet. 


Jul. TJ HE clock ſtruck nine, when I did ſend the 


nurſe: 
In half an hour ſhe promis'd to return. 
Perchance ſhe cannot meet him That's not ſo 
Oh the is lame: love's heralds ſhould be thougtts, 
W Eich ten times faſter glide than the ſun- beams, 
Driving back ſhadows cver the low'ring hills : 
Therefore dc nimble pinicn'd doves craw love, 
And therefore hath the wind ſwift Cupid's wir. gs. 
Now is the ſun upon the bighmoſt bill 
©: this day's journey, and from nine to twelve, 
Is three leng hours— and ſhe is not come; 
Hd the affections, and warm youthful blocd, 
She'd be as ſwift in motion as a ball; 
My words would bandy her to my ſweet love, 
And his to me. 

Enter Nurſe, with Peter. 
0) God ſte comes. O honev nurſe, what news? 
Haſt met with him? Send thy man away. 


Nur ſe Peter, ſtay at the gate. [Exit Peter. 


Jul. Now good ſweet nurſe 
O rd why look'ft fad? 
1:io' neus be lad, yet te! tiem merrily; 


Fe 
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If good, thou ſhameit the muſick of ſweet news, 
By plaviag to me with ſo ſowar a face. 
Ve am | weary, let me reſt a while; 
Fy. how my boues ake, what a jaunt have I had? 

Jul. I would thou adit my bones and I thy news. 

Nav come, I pray thee 1p:ak -— Good nurſe ſpeak. 
| Narſe. Jeſu! what haite ? can you not ſtay a while? 

Do you not ſee that I am out of breath ? 

Ful. How art thou out of breath, when thou hat 

breath 

To ſay to me that thou art out of breath. 

Th' excuſe that thou doſt make in this delay, 

Is longer than the tale thou doſt excuſe. 

Is thy news good or bad ? anſwer to that ; 

Say either, and I'll ſtay the circumſtance. 

Let me be ſatisfied, is t good or bad? 

Nurſe. Well, you have made a ſimple choice; yu 
know not how to chuſe a man: Homes no, not he; 
though his face be better than anv man's, pet is legs 
excel all men's, and for a hand, and a font, and a body, 
tao' they be not to be talked on, yet they are pal com- 
pare. He is not the flower of courteſie, hut I warrant 
him as gentle as a lamb— Go thy ways wench, ſerve 
God what have voudined at home? 

Ju. No, no- but all this did i know betore : 

What ſays he of our marriage? waat of that? 

Nurſe, Lord how my head akes ! wiat a head have 1 
It beats as it would fail in twenty pieces. 

My back ! a t'other fide O my back, my back; 
Beſhrew your heart, for ſending me abcut, 
To catch my death with jaunting up and down. 
Jul. I'faith I am ſorry that thou art ſo ill. 
Sweet, ſweet, ſweet = tell me what ſays my love ? 

Nurſe. Your love ſays like an honeſt gentleman, 

And a courteous and a kind, and a handiome, 
And I warrant a virtucus——where is your mcther 2 
Jul. Where is my mother? why ihe is within, 
Where ſhould ſhe be? how odly thou reply ſt! 
Hur love ſays like an honeft gentleman : 
| Where is your mother ——— 
Nurſe. O god's lady dear, 
Are you fo hot: marry come up I trow, 
D 2 Is 
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Ts this the poultice for my aking bones ? 
 Henceforward do your meſſages yourſelf. 
Jul. Here's ſuch a coil; come, what ſays Romeo? 
Nurſe. Have you got leave to go to ſhrift to day ? 
Jul. | have. | | 
Nurſe. Then hie you hence to friar Lawrence's cell, 
There ſtays a huſband to make you a wife. 
Now comes the wanton blood up in your cheeks, 
They'll be in ſcarlet ſtrait at any news. 
Hie you to church, I muſt another way, 
To fetch a ladder, by the which your love 
Muſt climb a bird's neft ſoon, when it is dark. 
I am the drudge and toil in your delight, 
Tut you ſhall bear the burden ſoon at night. 
Go, I'll to dinner, hie you to the cell. 
Jul. Hie to high fortune; honeſt nurſe farewell, 
[ Exeunt. 


SCENE Vll. 
The Monaſtery. 


Enter Friar Lawrence and Romeo. 
Di. 80 ſmile the heav*ns upon this holy act, 
That after hours with ſorrow chide us not. 
Ram. 4men, amen; but come what ſorrow ean, 
It cannot countervail th* exchange of joy, | 
That one-ſhort minute gives me in her fight : 
Do thou but cloſe our hands with holy words, 
Thea love devouring death do what he dare, 
it is enongh I may but call her mine. 
Fri. Theſe violent Celights have violent ends, 
And in their triumph die like fire and 2 
Which as they meet, conſume. The ſweeteſt honey 
Is loathſome in its own deliciouſneſs, 
And in the taſte confounds the appetite : 
Therefore lov- mod'1ately, long love doth ſo : 
Too ſwift arrives as tardy as too ſlow. 
Enter Juliet. 
Here comes the lady, O ſo light a foot 
Will ne'er wear out the everlaſting flint; 
A lover may beſtride the goffamour, 
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That idles in the wanton ſummer air, 
And yet not fall, ſo light is vanity. 
Jul. Good-even to my ghoſtly confeſſor. 
Fri. Romeo ſhall thank thee, daughter, for us both. 
Jul. As much to him, elſe are his thanks too much. 
Rom. Ah Juliet, if the meaſure of thy ſoy 
Be heapt like mine, and that thy ſkill be more 
To blazen it ; then ſweeten with thy breath 
This neighbouring air, and let rich muſick's tongue 
Unfold th' imagin'd happineſs, that both 
Receive in either, by this dear encounter. 
Ful. Conceit more rich in manner than in words; 
Brags of his ſubſtance not of ornament: 
They are but beggars that can count their worth; 
But my true love is grown to ſuch exceſs, 
I cannot ſum up one half of my wealth. 
Fri. Come, come with me, and we will make ſhort 


work, | 
For by your leaves, you ſhall not ſtay alone, 
Till holy church incorp'rate two in one. [ Exeunt. 
3 3 * 
. 


+ SCENE I. tbe Street. 
| Enter Mercutio, Benvclio, and Servants. 


Zen. I Pray thee, good Mercutio, let's retire, 
The day is hot, the Capulets abroad, 
And if we meet we hall not ſcape a brawl; 
For now theſe hot days is the mad blood ſtirring. 

Mer. Thou art like one of thoſe fellows, tnat when 
he enters the confines of a tavern, claps me his {word 
upon the table, and ſays, God ſend me no need of thee; 


and by the operation of the ſecond cup draws it on the 


arawer, when indeed there is no need. 

Mer. Come, come, thou art as hot a Jack in tliy 
mood as any in Italy; and as ſoon mov'd to be me od, 
and as ſoon moody to be mav'd. . 


Ber. Am | like ſuck a fellow? 
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Ben. And what to? | | 


Mer. Nay, an there were two ſuch, we ſhould have 
none ſhortly, for one would kill the other. Thou 
why thou wilt quarrel with a man that hath a hair more, 


or à hair leſs in his beard than thou haſt : thou wilt 


quarrel with a man for cracking nuts, having no other 
reaſon, but becauſe thou haſt hazel eyes; what eye, 
but ſuch an eye, would ſpy out ſuch a quarrel ? thy head 
is as full of quarrels, as an egg is full of meat, and yet 
thy head hath been beaten as addle as an egg for quar- 
relling ; thou haſt quarrelled with a man for coughing 
in the ſtreet, becauſe he hath wakened thy dog that 
hath lain aſleep in the ſun. Didſt thou not fall out with 
a taylor for wearing his new doublet before Eafter : 
with another, for tying his new ſhoes with old ribbands ? 
and yet thou wilt tutor me for quarrelling ! 

Ben. If I were ſo apt to quarrel as thou art, any man 
ſhould buy the fee ſimple of my life for an hour and a 
quarter. | 

Mer. The fee-ſimple? O ſimple ! 

Enter Tibalt, Petrucio, and others. 

Pen. By my head here come the Capulers. 

Mer. By my heel [ care not. 

Tib. Fellow me cloſe, for I will ſpake to them: 
Gentlemen, good-den, a word with one of you. 

Mer. And but one word with one of us ? couple it 
with ſomething, make it a word and a blow. 

Tib. You hall find me apt enough to that, Sir, if you 
will give me occaſion. | 

Mer. Could you not take ſome occaſion without 


giving ? = | 


Tib. Mercutio, thou eonſort'ſt with Names _ 
Mer. Conſort ! what, doſt thou make us minſtrels ! 


if thou make minſtrels of us, look to hear nothing but 

diſcords: here's my fiddleſtick ; here's that ſhall make 

you dance. Zounds! conſort ! | 

; [ Laying bis hand upon bis ſword. 
Ben. We talk here in the public haunt of men: 

Either withdraw into ſome private place, 

Or reaſon coldly of your grievances, 

Or elſe deyart ; bete all eyes gaze upon us. PEE 

ter. 


er. 
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Mer. Men's eyes were made to look, and let them 


© | 
I will not budge for no man's pleaſure, I. 


Enter Romeo. 4 
Tib. Well, peace with you, Sir, here comes my man. 
Mer. But I'll be hang'd, Sir if he wears your livery; 
Marry go firſt to fie d, he'll be your follower, 
Your worſhip in that ſenſe may call him man, 
Tib. Romeo, the love I bear thee can afford 
No better term than this ; thou art a villain. | 
Rom, Tibalt, the reaſon that I have to love thee, 
Doth much excuſe the appertaining rage, 
To ſuch a greeting: villain I am none, 
Therefore farewell, I ſee thou know'ſt me not. 
Tib. Boy, this ſhall not excuſe the iniuries, 
That thou haſt done me, therefore turn and dray, 
Rom. I do proteſt I never injur'd thee, 
But lov'd thee better than thou can'ſt deviſe; 
Till thou ſhalt kno / the reaſon of my love. 
And ſo good (apulet (whole name I tender 


As dearly as my own. be ſatisfied. 


Mer. O calm, dithonourable, vile ſubmiſſion ! 
Alla ftucatho, carries it away. 
Tibalt, you rat-catcher, will you walk ? ; 

Tib. What would'ſt thou have with me? 

Mer. Good king of cats, nothing but one of your 


nine lives, that I mean to mike bold withal: and as you 
ſhall uſe me hereafter, dry-beat the reſt of the eight. 


Vill you pluck your ſword out of his pilcher by the 

ears? Make haſte, leſt mine be about your ears ere it be 

out | 

_ Tib. I am for you. [dra wing. 
Rom Gentlemen, Merecatio, put thy rapier up. 
Mer. Come, Sir, your paſſado [Mer. and Tib. fight. 
Ram. Draw, Ben volio — beat down their weapons 

Gentlemen — for ſliame forbear this out age — 

Tibglt — Aſerculis the Prince expreſly hath 

Forbidden bandying in Yerang'; ſtreets. 

Hol! Tibalt, good Mercatio. [Exit Tibalt. 
Mer. | am hurt 

A plague of both the houſes ! I am ſced: Y 

Is he gone, and hach nothing? 
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Ben. What, art thou hurt? 1 | 
Mer. Ay, ay, a ſcratch, a ſcratch; marry tis enough, = Or th 
Where is my page ? go, villians, fetch a ſurgeon. 6 
m. Courage man, the hurt cannot be much. 
Mer. No, tis not ſo deep as a well, nor ſo wide as a | 
church-door, but 'tis enough, twill ſerve: aſk for me 
to-morrow, and you ſhall find me a grave-man. I am Ben 
pepper'd, I warrant, for this world: a plague of both The c 
your houſes! What? a dog, a rat, a mouſe, a cat, to | Stand 
| ſcratch a man to death? a braggart, a rogue, a villain, If the 
that fights by the book of arithmetick ? why the devil 
came you between us? I was hurt under your arm. 
Ram. I thought all for the beſt. 
Mer. Help me into ſome houſe, Benvolio, 
Or I ſhall faint, a plague o both your houſes ! 
They have made worms meat of me. 
I have it, and ſoundly too — plague o your houſes. 
0 [Ex. Mer. Den. 


SCENE. H. 


Rom. This gentleman, the prince's near allie, 
My very friend, hath got his mortal hurt 
In my behalf; my reputation's ſtaĩn'd 
With Tibalt's ſlander; Tibalt, that an hour 
Hath been my couſin: O ſweet Juliet, 
Thy beauty hath made me effemĩ nate, 
And in my temper ſoft ned valour's ſteel 
9 0 Enter Benvolio. 
Ben. O Romeo, Romeo, brave Iſercutis's dead, 
That gallant ſpirit hath aſpir'd the clouds, 
Which too untimely here did ſcorn the earth. 
Rom. This day's black fate on more days does de- 
pend, | | 
This but begins the woe, others muſt end. 
Enter Tibait. 
«+ Ben. Here come the furious Tiba/t back again. 
Rom. Alive? in triumph and Hercutio flain? 
Away to heav'n reſpective lenity, 
And fire ey'd fury be my conduct now ! 
Now, Tilbat, take the villian back again, 
That late thou gav ſt me; fer IMercutio's ſcul 


Ben. 


| de- 
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Is but a little way above our heads, 
Staying for thine to keep him company: 
Or thou or I, or both muſt go with him. 
Tib. Thou wretched boy, that did'ſt conſort him here, 
Shall with him hence, | 
Rom. This ſhall determine that. 


| They fight, Tibalt falls. 
Ben. Romeo, away, begone : tel - 


The citizens are up, and Tibalt ſlain 
Stand not amaz'd, the prince will doom thee death, 
If thou art taken : hence be gone, away. 

Rom. O! | am fortune's Pol. 

Ben. Why doſt thou ſtay ? - [ Exit. Romeo. 


SCENE III 


Enter Citizens, 

Fit, Which way ran he that kill'd Mereatio ) 
Tibalt that murderer, which way ran he ? 

Ben There lies that Tibalt. 
_ Cze Up Sir, go with me. | 
J charge thee inthe prince's name obey. 

Enter Prince, Montague, Capulet, their awives, &c. 
Prin. Where are the vile beginners of this fray ? - 
Ben. O noble Prince, I can diſcover all 

The unlucky manage of this fatal brawl, 
There lies the man {lain by young Romeo, 


That flew thy kinſman brave Mercutio. 


La. Cap. Tibalt my couſin! Omy brother's child. 


| Unhappy fight ! alas the blood is ſpill'd 


Of my dear kinſman prince as thou art true, 
For blood of ours, thed blood of Montague. 

Prin. Bexvolia, who began this fray ? 

Ben. Tibalt here ſlain, whom Romeo's hand did ſlay : 
Romeo that ſpoke him fair, bid him bethink 


How nice the quarrel was, and urg'd withal 


Your high diſpleaſure : all this utter'd 
With gentle breath, calm look, knees humbly bow'd, 


Could not take truce with the unruly ſpleen 
Of Jibalt, deaf to peace, but that he tilts 


With piercing ſteel at bold Mercutio's breaſt; 
Who all as hot, turns deadly point to point, 


And 
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And with a martial ſcorn, with one hand beats 
Cold death aſide, and with the other ſends 
It back to Tiba/t, whoſe dexterity 
Retorts it: Nomes he cries aloud, | 
Fold friends, friends part! and ſwifter than his tongue, 
Ais agil arm beats down their fatal points, 
And 'twixt them ruſhes; underneath whoſe arm 
An envious thruſt from Tibalt hit the life. 
Of ſtout Mercutio, and then Tibalt fled. 
But by and by comes back to Romeo, ' 
Who had but newly entertain'd revenge, | 
And to't they go like light'ning : for ere I 
Could draw to part them, was ſtout Tibalt {lain 
And as he fell did Romeo turn to fly : 
This is the truth or let Bervolio die, 
La. Cap. He is a k'nſman to the Montague. 
Affection makes him falſe, he ſpakes not true. 
Some twenty of them fought in this black ſtrife, 
And all thoſe ti enty cou'd but kill one life. 
I beg for juſtice, which thou prince mutt give; 
Romeo ſlew Tibalt, Ramea muſt not live. 
Prin. Rome? ſle w him, he flew Mereutio. 
Who now the price of his dzar blood dota owe ? 
La. Hon. Not Romeo, priace, he was Mercatio's 
„ | 
His fault concludes but what the law ſhould end, 
The life of Tibalt. 
Prin And for that offence, 
Immediately we do exile him hence : 
] ave an int'reſt in your hearts proceeding, . 
My blood for your rude brawls doth lie a blee ling: 
But I'll amerce you with ſo ſtrong a fine, 
Tat you hall all repent the loſs of mine. K 
T will be deaf to pleading and excuſes, | ; 
Nor tears nor prayers ſhall purchaſe our abuſes; 
Therefore uſe none; let Romeo hence in haſte, 
Elſe when he is found, that hour is his laſt. 
| Bear hence tais body, and attend our will: 
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SCENE IV. 
2 * in Capulet' Hou/e. 


10 Enter juliet — of desk, 

Jul. GQALLO apace, you fi 

G Towards Phabus' „ ſuch a — 
As Phaeton, would whip you to the weſt, 


' And bring in cloudy night immediately. 


Spread thy cloſe curtain, love-performing night, 
That th' run-aways eyes may wink, and Romeo 
Leap to theſe arms, untalk'd of and unſeen. 
Lovers can fee to do their am*rous rites 

By their own beauties : or if love be blind, 

It beſt agrees with night. Come, civil night, 
Thou ſober- ſuited matron, all in black, 

And learn me how to loſe a winning match, 

Play'd for a pair of ſtainleſs maiden-heads. 

Hood my unmann'*d blood baiting in my cheeks | 
With thy black mantle ; till ſtrange love, grown bold. 
Thinks true love acted, ſimple modeſty. 

Come night, come — come thou day in night, 


Fer thou wilt lye upon the wings of night, 


Whiter than ſnow upon a raven's back; 

Come gentle night, come loving black-brow'd night, 
Give me my Romeo, and when de ſhall die 

Take him and cut him out in little ſtars. 

And he will make the face of heav'n ſo fine, 


Thbat all the world {hall be in love with night, 


And pay no worthip to the garniſh'd ſun. 

O, [| have bongbt the manſion of a love, 

But not peſfeſs'd it ; and though I am ſold, 

Not yet enj: av'd ; fo tedious is this day, 

As is the night . ſeme feſtival, 

To en impatient child that hath new robes, 

And may not wear them O bere comes my nurſe ! 
Enter Mur ſe with cords. 

And ſhe brings news, and every tongue that ſneaks 

But Nomes s name, ſpeaks heav'nly eloquence ; 

Now nurſe, what news ? what haſt thou there ? 

The cords that Romeo bid thee {etch ? 


Nur g. 
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Narfe. Ay, ay, the cords. 


Jul. Ay me, what news? 

Why doſt thou wring thy hands ? 

Narſe. Ah, welladay he's dead, he's dead, he's dead! 
We are undone, lady, we are undone 
Alack the day / he's gone, he's kill'd, he's dead. 

Jul. Can heav'n be ſo envious ? 

Nurſe. Romeo can, | 
Tho' heav'n cannot. O Romeo! R 
Who ever would have thought it Race? 

Jul. What devil art thou, that does torment me thus? 
This torture ſhould be roared in diimal hell. 

Hath Romeo ſlain himſelf ? ſay thou but ay, 
And that bare vowel ay, ſhall poiſon more 
Than the death-darting eye of ccckatrice. 

Nurſe. I ſaw the wound, I ſaw it with mine eyes, 

God ſave the mark, here on his manly breaſt, 
A piteous coarſe, a blcody piteous coarſe ; 
Pale, pale as aſhes, all bedaub'd in blood, 

All in gore blood, I ſwooned at the fight. 


Jul. O break my heart--poor bankrupt, break at once! 


To priſon, eyes ne're look on liberty; 


Vile earth to earth reſign, end motion here, 


And thou and Romeo preſs one heavy bier ! 
” Nurſe. O Tibilt, Tibalt, the beſt friend I had; 
O courteous Tiba/t, heneſt gentleman, | 
That ever I ſhould live to ſee thee dead. 

Ful. What ſtorm is this that blows fo contrary ? 

Is Romeo ſlaughter'd ? and is Tabalt dead? 
My dear-lov'd couſin, and my dearer lord? 
Then let the trumpet ſound the general doom, 
For who is living, if theſe two are gone? 
Nurſe. Tibalt is dead, and Remes baniſh'd, 

Romeo that kill'd bim, he is baniſh'd. 

Jul. O Gad did Remeo's hand ſhed Tibalt's blood? 

Nurſe. It did, it did, alas the day, it did. 

Jul. O ſerpent keart, bid with a flow' ring face, 
Did ever dragon keep fo fair a cave ? 
Feauticul tyrant, fend angelical ! 
Peve-ſeatiier'd raven, wolvith-ravening larab, 
Deli ſed ſubſtance of divinelt fhow : 

Juſt oppolite to wiat theu juſtly feem'ft, 


A dam- 


ead! 


us? 


ice ! 


Romeo and Juliet ” 


A damned faint, an honourable villain : 


O nature! what hadſt thou to do in hell, 
Whea thou didft bower the ſpirit of a fiend 
In mortal paradiſe of ſuch ſweet fleſh ? 


Was ever book containing ſuch vile matter 


So fairly bound? O that deceit ſhould d well 
In — a gorgeous palace. 
Nur ſe. There's no truſt, 
No faith, no honeſty in men; all perjur'd; 
All, all — all naught; and all — 
Ab, where's my man ? give me ſome Agua - vita 
Theſe griefs, theſe woes, theſe ſorrows make me old ! 
Shame come to Romeo. 
Jul. Bliſter'd be thy tongue, 5 


For ſuch a wiſh, he was not born to ſhame ; 
| Upon his brow, ſhame is aſham'd to ſit : 


For 'tis a throne where honour may be crown'd, 
Sole monarch of the univerſal earth. 
O what a beaſt was I to chide him ſo? 
Nurſe. Will you ſpent well of him that kill'd your 
couſin ? | 
Jul. ſhall I ſpeak in of him that is my huſband? 
Ay poor my lord, what tongue ſhall ſmooth thy name, 
When I thy three hours wife have mangled it ? 
But wherefore villain didſt thou kill m/ - couſin ? 
That villain coufin would have kill'd my huſban4 ! 
Back fooliſh tears, back to your native ſpring : ; 
Your tributary drops belong to woe, 
Which your miſtaking offer up to joy. 


My huſband lives that Tiba't would have ſlain, 
And Tibalt s dead that would have kill'd my huſband ? 


All this is comfort ; wherefore weep I then ? 
Some word there was worſer than Tibalt's death; 


That murder'd me ; I would forget it fain, 


But oh it preſſes to my memory, 
Like damned guilty deeds to ſinners minds; 
Tibalt is dead, and Romeo ban;fecd ! 


That baniſhed, that one word baniſhed, 


Hath flain ten thouſand Jil alts: Tibalt's death 


Was woe enough, if it had ended here: 


Or if ſow'r wee delights in ieNuwthp 
And neediully will be Tank . with other g ri efs, 
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Why follow'd not, when ſhe faid Tibalt's dead, 
Thy fatber or thy mother, nav, or both ? 
But with a rear- ward following Tibalt's death, | 
Romeo is bani/h'd. —to ſpeak that word, 
Is father, mother, Tiba/t, Romeo, Juliet, R | 
All flain, all dead! — Romeo # baniſh d ! 
There is no end, no limit, meaſure, bound, 
In that word's death; no words can that woe ſound. 
Where is my father, and my mother, nur{e ? 
Nu, ſe. Weeping and wailing over Tibalt's coarſe. 
W ill you go to them? I will bring you thither, 
Jul. Waſh they his r with tears? mine ſhall 
: be ſpent | 
Wien theirs are dry, for Nomco's baniſhment. 
Take up thoſe cords, poor ropes you are beguil'd 
Both you and I, for Romeo is exil'd. 
He made you for a high-way to my bed, 
But I a maid, die maiden widowed. 
Come cord, ome nurſe, I'll to my wedding bed, 
And death, not Romeo, take my maiden-head. , 
Nurſe. Hie to your chamber, I'll find Romeo 
To comfort you. I wot well where he is. 
Hark ye, your Romeo will be here at night ; 
I' to him, he is hid at Lawrence's cell, | 
Fu, O find him, give this ring to my true Enigat ; 
And bid him cone to take his laſt fare wel. [ Eceunt. 


— 


* 


SCENE V. The Monaſtery. 


Enter Friar Lawrence and Romeo.) 
Fri. 5 OMEO come forth, come forth thou fear.u] man, 
X Aitfiiction is enam-ur'd of thy parts; 
And thou art wedded to calzmity. | | 
Rom. Father, what news? what is the prince's doam? 
What forrow craves acquaintance at my Land, 
That I yet know net. 
F,. i. Too familiar 
Is my dar fon with ſuch ſow'r company? 
I bring tee tidings of tile prince's doon. 
F om. What leis than doomſ day is tie prince's doom ? 
F. i. A gentler judgment vanith'd from his lips, 
Not bocy's death, but LoJy's banſliment. 


Ram. 
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Rom. Ha, baniſhment ! be merciful, ſay death; 
For exile hath more terror in his look, 
Much more than death. Do not ſay bunithmeat. 
Fri. Here from Verona art thou banilh'd : 
Be patient for the world is broad and wide. 

Rom. There is no world without Verona walls, 
But Purgatory, torture, hell itſelf. 
Hence banith'd, is banith'd from the world, 

And world exil'd is death. That baniſh'd, 
Is deat'1 miſterm'd : calling death banithment 
Thou cut'ſt my head of with a golden ax 
And ſmil'ſt upon the ſtroke that murthers me. 

Fri O deadly fin! O rude unthankfulneſs ! 
Thy fault our law call's death, but the kind prince 
Taking thy part hath ruſht aſide the law. 

And turn'd that black-word death to baniſhment. 
This is dear mercy, and thou ſeeſt it not. 
Rim. 'Tis torture, and not mercy : heav'n is bere 
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Where Juliet lives and every cat and dog 
And little mouſe, every unworthy thing 


Lives here in heav'n, and may look on ber, 
But Romeo may not. More validity, 
More h-nourable ſtate, more courtſhip lives 
In carrion flies, than Romeo: they may ſeize 
On t-e white wonder of _ hand, 
And ſteal immortal bleſſings from her Ups: 
(Which even in pure and veſtal modeſty 
Still bluth, as tainking their own kiſſes fin, ) 
This may flies do. when I from this maſt fly; 
(And ſayſt thou yet that exile is not death ? 
But Romeo may not, he is baniſh'd ! 
Haſt thou not poiſon mixt, no ſharp ground kni'e, 
No ſudden means of death, tao' ne'er ſo moan, 
But banith'd, to kill me? baniſh'd? 
O Fri ur, th: da na'd uſe that word ia hell; 
Howlings attend it : how haſt tzou the heart, 
Being a divine, a ghoſtly confeſſor, 
A in ab olver, and my friend profeit, 
To mangle me with that word, banithment ? 
Fri. Fond mad-man, hex: me ſpeak. 
Rom. O thou wilt ſpenk again of banithment, 
I'll give thee armour to keep of that word, 
C 2 Adverlity's 
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Adverſity's ſweet milk, philoſophy, 
To comor _ tho * art bantihvd. 
om. Yet baniſh'd ? hang up philoſophy : 
Unleſs philoſophy can —— 4 al. ny 
plant a town, reverſe a Prince's doom, 
It helps not, it prevails not, talk no more — 
Fri. O then I ſee that madmen have no ears. 
Rom. How ſhould they, when that wiſe men have 
no eyes? | 
Fri. Let me diſpute with thee of thy eſtate. 
Rom. Thou can, ſt not ſpeak of what thou doſt not feel: 
Wert thou as young as I, Faliet ti.y love, 
An hour but marri'd, Tibalt, murder'd, 
Doating like me, and like me ban'ſh'd; 
Then might ft thou ſpeak, then migat'ſt tear thy hair, 
And fall upon the ground as I do now, 
Taking the meaſure of an unmaid grave. 
[Throwing himfe/f on the greurd. 
Fri. Ariſe, one knocks; god Rca bice thy ſelf. 
=. [ Knock within 
Rom. Not I unleſs the breath of beart - ſick groans 
Miſt-like, enfold me from tue ſearch of eyes. [ Knock. 
Fri. Hark how they kncck / — (who's there ? 
5 Romeo, ariſc. 5 | ws 
Thou wilt be taken—ftay a while —ſtand up ;(Kirocke 
Run to mu ſtudy By and bly——God's will; 
What wilfulne:s is this I come, I come. ( Knocks 
Who knocks fo hard? whence come you? what's your 
will ? | 
Nurſ. [ Within ] Let me come in, and you ſhall 
know my errand : 
i come from Lady Juliet. 
Fri. VVelcome then. 
| Enter Nurſe. 
Nuaſe. O holy Friar, oh tell me holy Friar, 
VVere is my lady's lord ? where's Romeo ? 
Fri. There on the ground with his own tears made 
drunk. 
Nurſe. O he is even in my miſtreſs's caſe, 
Juſt in her caſe. O woful ſympathy j 
| Piteous predicament ! even fo lies ſhe, 


Blubbering and weeping, weeping and blubbering. 


ſtand 


ade 


Land 
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Stand up, ſtand up, ſtand, an you be a man, 

For Fuliet's ſake, for her ſake, riſe and ſtand. 

Why ſhould you fall into ſo deep an oh! 
Rom. Nu ſe. 
Nurſe. Ah Sir! ah Sir !— death is the end of all. 

| Rom. Speak'ſt thou of Juliet? how is it with her? 

Doth ſhe not think me an old murtherer, 5 

Now I have ſtain'd the child-hood of our joy 

With blood, remoy'd but little from her own ? 

Where is ſhe? and how does ihe? and what ſays 

My conceal'd lady to our caneell'd love ? | 
Nurſe. O ſhe ſays nothing, Sir, but weeps and weeps, 

And now falls on her bed, and then flarts up, 
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And Tibalt cries, and then on Romeo calls, 


And then down falls again. 
| Rom. As if that name 
Shot from the deadly level of a gun 
Did murther her, as that name's curſed hand 
Murtner'd her kinſman. Tell me, Friar tell me, 
Jn what vile part of this anatomy 
Doth my name lodge? tell me, that I may ſk 
The hateful manſion. [ Draxving his fer. 
Fri. Hold thy deſperate hand: N 
Thy tears are womaniſh, thy wild acts do note 
Th' unreaſonable fury of a beaſt, 
Unſeemly woman, in a ſeeming man! 
And ill beſeeming beaſt in ſeeming both ! - 
Thou haſt amaz J me. By my holy order, 
I thougit thy diſpolition better femper'd. 
Haſt tnou flain- Tibalt? wilt thou ſlay thyſelf? 
And ſlay thy lady, that in thy life lives? 
By doiug damned hate upon thy ſelf? 
Why rail thou on thy birth, the heav'n and earth, 
Since birth, and heav'n and earth, all three do meet 
In thee at once, which thcu'at once would'ſt loſe ? 
Fie, fie, thou tham'ſt thy ſhaps, thy love, thy Vit, 
V Vhich like an uſurer, abound'ſt in all, 
And uſeſt none in that true uſe indeed, 
V Vhich ſhould bedeck thy ſhape, thy love, thy wit: 
Thy noble ſhape is but a form of wax, 
Digreſſing from the valour of a man; 
Thy drar love ſworn, buhollow p:rjury, 
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Killing that love, which thou haſt vow'd to cheriſh. 
Thy wit, that ornament to ſhape and love, 
Mit-ſhapen in the conduct of them both, 
Like powder in a ſkill leſs ſoldier's flaſk, 
Ts ſet on fire by thine own ignorance, 
And thou diſmember'd with thine own defence. 
What, rouſe thee, man, thy Juliet is alive, 
For whoſe dear ſake thou waſt but lately dead: 
There art thou happy. Tiba/t would kill thee, 
But thou flew'ſt Tibalt; there thou'rt happy too. 
The law that threatned death became thy friend, 
Ard turn'd it to exile ; there art thou happy. 
A pack of bleſſings light upon thy back, 
Happineſs courts thee in her beſt array, 
But, like a miſbehav'd and ſullen wench, 
Thou pout'ſt upon thy fortune and thy love. 
Take heed, take heed, for ſuch die miſerable. 
Go get thee to thy love, as was decreed, 
Aſcend her chamber, hence and camfort her : 
But look thou ſtay not till the watch be ſet, 
Fer then thou can'ſt not paſs to Mantua, 
| Where thou ſhalt live, till we can find a time 
To blaze vour marriage, reconcile your friends, 
Beg pardcn of thy prince, and call thee back 
With twenty hundred thouſand times more joy 
Than thou weat'ſt forth in lamentation. 
Go before, nurſe ; commend me to thy lady, 
And bid her haften all the houſe to. bed, 
Which heavy ſorrow makes them apt unto, 
Romeo is coming, 

Narſe. O lord, I could have ftaid here all night long, 
To hear good counſel : oh, what learning is! 
My lord, I'll tell my lady you will come. 

Rom. Do ſo, and bid my ſweet prepare to chide. 


Nurſe. Here, Sir, a ring ſhe bid me give you, Sir; 


Hie you, make haſte, for it grows very late. 

Rom. How well my comfort is reviv d by this ! 

Fri. Scjourn in Mantua; I'll find out your man, 
And he ſhall ſigni fie from time to time | 
Every good hap to you that chances here : 
Give me thy hand, 'tis late, farewell, good- night. 

Rom. But that a joy, paſt jgy, calls out cn me, 
> a grief. ſo biiek to parg with thee, [ Exeunt” 


Ng, 


Y 
o 


| 


On Thurſday let it be: o Thur ſday, tell ner 


For, hark you, Tibalt being flain fo late, 
It may be thought we held him careleſlu, 


May cay call it early by and by. 
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SCENE VL 


Capulet's Hauſe. 


Eater Capulet, Lady Capulet, and Paris. 
Cap. T Hings have fallen out, Sir, ſo unluckily, 
That we have had no time to move our dau gh- 

| | ter; 
Look you, ſhe lov'd her kinſman 7 ibalt deariy, 
And fo did l-——— Well, we were born to die 
"Tis very late, ſhe'll not come down to night, 
I promiſe you, but for your company 
I would have been a bed an hour ago. | 

Par. Thee times of woe afford no time to wooe : 
Madam, good night, commend me to your daughter. 

La. Cap. Iwill and know her mind early to-morrow: 
To night the is mew'd up to her neavineſs. 

Cap. Sir Paru, I vill make a deſperate tender 
Of my child's love: I think ſhe will be rul d 
In all reſpects by me, nay more, I dau®t it not. 
Wife, go you to her e're you go to bed; 
Acquaint her here with my fon Paris's love, 
And bid her, mark you me, on Wednejday Next mmm 
But ſoft ; what day is this? | 

Par. Monday, my lord. 

Cay. Monday? ha! ha! well, Wedneſday is tao ſoon, 


She thall be married to this noble earl. 
Will you be ready? do you like this haſte ? 
We'll keep no g eat ado ——— a {riend Or two 


Being our kinſman, if we revel much: 

Therefore we'll have ſome half a dozen friends, 

And there's an end But what ſay you to Thur/day ? 
Par. My lord, | would that 7 hur/aay were to-morrow, 
Cap. Well, get you gone— on Thur/day be it then. 

Go you to Ja iet, ere you go to bed. {To Lady Cay, 

Prepare her, wife, againſt this wedaing-day. 

Farewel, my lord ——ligat to my chamber, hoa! 

*Fore me, it is ſo very late that we 


. y 
Jod nl 


£6. Romeo. and Juliet. 


SCENE VII. 


Juliet's chamber looking to the Garden. 
Enter Romeo and Juliet above at a c, u; a ladder 
| M rapes ſet. | 
Jul. WILT tacu be gone ? it is not yet near day: 
It was the Nigatingale, and not the lark, 
That pierc'd the fearful hollow of thine ear; 
Ni zatly he ſings cn yon pomgranate tree: 
believe me, love, it was the nightingale. | 
Rom. It was the lark, the herald of the morn, 
No nightingale. Look, love, what envious ſtreaks 
Do lace the ſevering clouds in yonder eaſt: 
Nigat's candles are burnt cut, and jocund day 
Stands tiptoe on the miſty mountain's tops. 
I muſt be gone and live, or ſtay and die. 
Jul. Von light is not day-light, I know i 
It is ſome m=teor that the fun exhales 
To be to thee this night a torch bearer. 
And light thee on thy way to Mantua; 
Then ſtay a while, thou ſhalt not go ſo ſoon 
Rom. Let me be taken, let me be put to death, 
Jan content, if thou wilt have it ſo. 
In Hy yon gray is not the morning's eye, 
* Tis but the pale reflex of Cynthia's brow ; 
Nor that is not the lark, whoſe notes do beat 
The vaulty beav'ns fo high above our heads. 
1 have more care to ſlay than will to go. 
Come death and welcome: Juliet wills it ſo. 
How is't my ſoul? let's talk, it is not day. 
Jul It is, It is, hie hence, be gone away; 
It is the lark taat ſings ſo out of tune, 
Straining harſh diſcords, and unpleaſing ſharps. 
Some ſay, the lark makes ſweet diviſion; 
This doth not ſo : for ſhe divideth us. 
Some ſay, the lark and loathed toad change eyes, 
O now | would they had chang'd voices too ! 
O now be gone, more I' ght and light it grows. 
Rom. More light and light more dark and 
dark our woes. 
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Enter Nurſe. 
Nurſe. Madam. 
Ful. Nurſe. 
Nurſe. Vour lady mother's coming to your chamber: 
The day is broke, be wary, look about. Exit Nur ſe. 
Jul. Then window let day in, and let life out. 
Rom. Fare wel, farewel; one kiſs and l'Il deſcend. 
| (Romeo deſcend. 
Jul. Art thou gone ſo ? love! lord! a huſband ! friend! 
J muſt hear from thee ev'ry day in th' hour, | 


For ina minute there are many days. 


O by this count I ſhall be much ia years, 
Ere I again behold my Romeo. 1 
Rom. Farewel: Iwill om:t no opportunity 


That may convey my greetings, love, to thee. 


Jul. © think'ſt thou we {hall ever meet again? 
Rom. I doubt not, and all theſæ woes ſhall ſerve 
For ſweet diſcourſes, in our time to come. 
Jul. O God! have an ill-divining ſoul; 
Methinks 1 tes tnee ; now thou art below, 
As one dead in the bottom of a tomb: 
Either my eye-fight fails, or thou look'ſt pale, 
Rom And thruſt me, love, in mine eye ſo do you: 
Dry ſorrow drinks our blood. Adieu, adieu. : 
| | [ Exit Rom co. 
Jul. O fortune, fortune, all men call tnee fickle, 
If thou art fickle, what doſt thou with him 
That is renown'd for faith? be tickle fortune: 
For then I hope thou wilt not keep him long, 
But fend him back. 
Enter Lady Capulet. 
La. Cap Hodaughter are you up ? , 
Jul. Whois't that calls? is it my lady mother? 
What unaccuſtum'd cauſe procures her hither ? 
La. Cap. Why how now, Juliet? | 
Jul. Madam, I'm not well. - 
La. Cap. Evermore weeping for your couſin's death ? 


What, wilt thou waſh him frm his grave with tears ? 


And if thou could'ſt, thou could'ſt not make him live; 
Therefore, have done. Some grief thews much of love; 
But much of grief thews ſtill ſome want of wit. 

Jul. Vet let me weep for ſuch a feeling loſs. 


La. Cap. 
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La. Cap. So ſhall you feel the loſs, but not the friend, 
VVhich you weep for. 
Jul. Feeling ſo the loſs, 
cannot chuſe but ever weèp the friend. = 
La. Cap Well girl, thou weepeſt not ſo much for his 
As that the villain lives which ſlaug'1ter'd him, [1.ath, 
Jul What villain, madanr? 
La. Cap. That ſame villain, Romeo. 
Jul. Villain and he a e many miles a ſunder. 
God pardon him! Ido withal my heart: 
And yet no man, like ho, does grieve my heart. 
La Cap. That is becauſe the traitor lives. 
Jul I, madam from the reach of theſe my hands 
Would, none but I might venge my couſin's death ! 
La: Cap. We will have vengence for it, fear thou not 
Then weep no more. I'll ſend to one in Mantua, 
Where that ſame baniſh'd Runagate doth live, 
Shall give him ſuch an unaccuſtomed Gram, 
That he ſhall ſoon keep Tiba“ company. 
And then I rope thou wilt be ſatisſy' d. 
Jul. Indeed I never ſhall be ſatisfy'd 
With Romeo, till I behold him —— dead 
Is my poor heart ſo for a kinſman vext. | 
Ma- am, If you couid find out but a man 
To bar a pciton, I would temper it; 
Thit Names thouid upon receipt thereof 
Svon ſep in quiet O, how my teart abhors 
To hear him nam'd — and cannot come to him — — 
To wrezk. tie love I bear my ſlauguter'd couſin, 
Upon his body that bath flaughter'd bim. 


La Cap. Find thou the means, an] 1'Il find ſuch a man. 


But, now I'll tell thee jovfil tidings, girl. 
Jul. An] hy comes well in ſuch a needful time. 
V Vhat are they, I b:{eech your ladyſhip? 

La. Cap Well, well, thou haſt a careful father, child; 
One, who to put thee from thy heavineſs, 
Hath ſorted out a ſudden day of joy, 

That tuou expect'ſt not, nor | look'd not for. 
Jul Madam, in happy time, what day is this ? 
La. Cap. Marry, my child, early next Thurſday mn: 1), 

The gallant, young and noble gentieman, 
The county Paris, at St. Peter's church, 


S.. i 


end, 
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Shall happily make thee a joyful bride. 
Jul. Now by St. Peter's church, and Pater too, 
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He ſhall not make me there a joyful bride. 


T wonder at this haſte, that I muſt wed 

Ere ke that muſt be huſband comes to wooe. 
I pray you tell my lord and father madam, 
I will not marry yer, and when I do, 
It ſhall be Romeo, whom you know | hate, 
Rather than Paris. Theſe are news indeed. 

La. Cap. Here comes your father, tell him ſo yourſelf. 
And ſee how he will take it at your hands. 

Enter Capulet and Nurſe. 

Cap. Where the ſun ſets, the air doth drizzle dev 
But for the ſun ſet of my brother's ſen, | 
It rains downright | 
How now? a conduit, girl? what till in tears? 


 Evermore ihow'ring ? in one little body 


Thon counterfeit'ft a bark, a ſea, a wind; 
For ſtill thy eyes, which I may call the ſea, 
Do ebb and flow with tears ; he bark thy body is 
Sailing in this ſalt flood: the winds thy {:gts, 
Which raging with thy tears, and they with them, 
Without a ſudden calm, will overſet 5 
Thy tempeſt- toſſed body —-+- How now, wife? 
Have you del'ver'd to her our dzcree ? 

La. Cap Ay, Sir; but ſhe will none. ſhe gives ycn 
I would the fool was married to her grave. [thanks : 

Cap. Soft, take me with you, take me with you, wife. 
How, will ſhe none? doth ſhe not give us thanks? 
Is the not proud? doth the not count ber bleſt, 
Uaworthy as the is, that we have wrougut y 
So worthy a gentleman to be her bridegroom ? 

Jul. Not proud, vou have; but thankful,that you have, 
Proud can I never be of what I hate, 
But thank ſul even for hate, that is meant love. 

Cap. How now! how now ! chop logic ? wart is this? 


Proud ! and I thank you ! and thank you not! 


And yet not proud . Why, miſtreſs minion, you, 


Thank me no thankings nor proud me no prouds, 
But ſettle your fine joints guaſt hu /day neut, 
To go with Paris to faint Peter's church: 
Or I „ill drag thee cn a Lurdle t£1ti er. 
| Potion Out, 
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Out, you green- ſickneſs carrion ! out you baggage ! 
You tallow face ! : 
La. Cap Fie, fie, what are you mad ? 
9ul. Good father I beſeech you on my knees, 
Hear me with patience, but to ſpeak a word. 


Cap. Hang thee, young baggage, diſobedient wretch. 


I tell thee what, get thee to church a Thur/day, 
Or never after look me in the face. 
Speak not, reply not, do not anſwer me, 
My fingers itch. Wite, we ſcarce thought us bleſt, 
That God had ſent us but this only child, 
But now I ſee this one is one too much; 
And that we have a curſe in having her: 
Out on her, hilding. ; 
- Nurſe. God in heaven bleſs her: 
You are to blame, my lord, to rate her ſo- 
Cap. And why, my lady wiſdom ? hold your tongue, 
Good prudence, {matter with your goſſips, g9- 
Nurſe. I ſpeak no treaſon—O god ye-good-den — 
May not one ſpeak ? | 
Cap. Peace you mumbling fool, 
Utter your gravity o'er a goſſip's bowl, 


For here we need it not. 


n 


La. Cap. You are too hot. 
Cap. God's bread, it makes me mad: day, night, late, 
At home, abroad; alone, in company, [early, 
Wakeing or ſleeping ; ſtill my care hath been 
To have her match'd ; and having now provided 
A gentleman of noble parentage, 
Ot tair demeans, youthful, and nobly allied, 
Stuck'd as they ſay with henourable parts, 
Preportion'd as ones thought would wiſh a man: 
And ten to have a wretched puling fool, 
A whining mammet, in her fort ines tender, 
To anſwer, Þ'll net wed, I cannot love, 
I am too young, I pray you pardon me 
Dit, if you will nat wed, I'll pardon you: 
Graze where you will, you ihall not houſe with me: 
Leck to't, think cn't, I do not ule to jeſt, 
Thurſday is near, lav hand on heart, adviſe ; 
If you be mine, I'll give you to my friend: 
If you be not, hang, beg, ſtarve, die i'th' ſtreets; 


For, 
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Od, he's a lovely gentleman |! 
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For, by my ſoul, PII ne'er acknowledge thee, 

Nor what is mine ſhall ever do thee good: 

Truſt to't, bethink you, I'll not he forſworn. vit. 
Jul. Is there no pity ſitting in the clouds, 

That ſees into the bottom of my grief? 

O ſweet my mother, caſt me not away, 

Delay this marriage for a month, a week, 

f you do not, make the bridal bed 

In that dim monument where T:balt lies. 2 
La. Cap. Talk not to me, for I'll not ſpeak a word: 

Do as thou wilt, for I have done with thee. [ Exit. 
Ful. O God! O nurſe, how ſhall this be prevented ? 


My huſband is on earth, my faith in heav'n; 


How thall that faith return again to earth ; 

Unleſs that huſband ſend it me from heav'n, 

By leaving earth ?-— Comfort me, counſel me. 

Alack, alack, that heav*n ſhould practiſe ſtratagems 

Upon ſo ſoft a ſubject as my ſelf. 

What fay'ſt thou? Ha'ſt thou not a word of joy? 

Some comfort, nurſe | 
Nurſe. Faith here it is: 

Romeo is baniſh'd, all the world to nothing 

That he dares ne'er come back to challenge you: 

Or if he do, it needs muſt be by ſtealth. 

Then ſince the caſe fo ſtands as now it doth, 

I think it beſt you married with the count. 


Romeo's a diſh-clout to him; an eagle, madam, 
Hath not ſo green, ſo quick, ſo fair an eye 
As Paris hath. Beſhrew my very heart, 
J think you happy in this ſecond match, 
For it excels your firſt ; or if it did not, 
Your firſt is dead, or twere as good he were, 
As living here, and you no uſe of him. 
Jul. Speakeſt thou from thy heart? 
Nurſe And from my ſoul too, 
Or elſe beſhrew them both. 
Ful. Amen. 
Nurſe. What ? 
Jul Well, thou haſt comforted me marvellous much; 
Go in, and tell my laly I am gone, 
Having diſpleas'd my father, to Lawrence's cell, 


To make confeſſion, and to be abſolv d. 
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Nurſe. Marry J will, and this is wiſely done. ¶ Exit. 
Jul. Arcien: damnation! O moſt wicked fiend! 

Ts it more fin to with me thus forſworn, 

Or to diſprziie my lord with that fame tongue 

Wich ite bath prais'd him with above compare, 

So ange. # thouſand times? go, counſeilor, 

Thou and my boſom kenceforth ſhall be twain: 

to tne Friar to know his remedy 

If al] <ife fail, my ſelf have power to die. [ Exit. 


ACT I, SCTENE L 
Die Mmaſtery. 
Enter Friar Lawrence and Paris. 


FRIAR. 
O0 Thurſday, Sir! the time i; very ſhort. 
Par. Iviv fatner Capulet will have it fo, 
An lan nothing flow to ſlack his Eaſte. 
Fi. Yeu fy : cu do not know the lady's mind: 
Tren in this courſe, I like it not. 
Per. Immoderatzly ihe weeps for Tiba!'s death, 
And therefore gave I little talk'd of love 3 
Fer Fam ſmiles not in a houſe of tears. 
Now, Sir, her fatne“ counts it dangerous 
Tnat the fond give Eer ſorrow fo much ſway ; 
Anz, in Eis 1 14e m, haſtes our marriage. 
To 2 2 mon ant n of ker ters; 
Which wn 2:7 44 by her felt alcne, 
May bi YA t from cer by ſociety. 
IN. co VU know tte teaſen of this kafte ? 
Fre. Would 1 En, not why it ſhould be ſtow'd. 
[ 4/ide. 
Lon, Si, ere comes the lady tow'rds my cell. 
1 Enter Jaliet. 
ar. V*icorme my “ve, my lady and my wit, 
a That ro: 0 be Sir, when ! may be a wie. 
T at tas * muſt be, love, on Thur/day Next. 
5 7 Wrat niult 2, mall Be. 
i Tits ace ls t=::t, 
< *. Como ve to make confeſſion to this father? 
Ful. Fo ati er trat were to cenfels to you, 
Far. Lo not deny to him, that j on love me. 


Jul. 


/ 
c 
k 
; 


's 


Come weep wita me, pat hope, paſt cur, pi help. 
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Jul I vill confeſs to you that I love him. 

Par. So will ye, I am ſure, that ycu love me. 

Jul If Ido ſo, it will be of more price, 

Teing ſpoke behind your back, than to your face. 
Far. i oor ſoil, thy face is much abus'd with tears. 
Ful. The tears have got ſmall victory by that : 

For it was bad enough before their ſpight. 

Par. Thou wrong'ſt it, more than tears, with that 
report | 
Foul. That is no ſlander, Sir, which is but truth, 

And what I ſpeak, I ſpeak it to my face. 

Par. Thy face is mine, and theu haſt ſlander d it. 
Jul. It may be fo, for it is not mine own. 

Are you at leiſure, holy father, now, 

Or ſhall I come to you at evening maſs ? 

Fri. My leiſure ſerves me, penſive daughter, now. 

My lord, I muſt intreat the time alone. 

Par. God ſhield, I ſhould diſturb devetion : 

Juliet, on Thurſday early I will rouſe vou: 

Jill then, adieu! and keep this holy kiſs. [Zeit Paris, 
Jul. Go, ſhut ths door, and when tau het dane fog 
Fri. O Juliet, | already know ty gre", 

It ſtrains me paſt tae compaſs of n., wits. 

J hear thou muſt, and nothing may prorogue it, 

On 7 hur/day next be married to this count. 

Jul. Tell me not, Friar, taat thou cat of tl. is, 

Unleſs thou tell me hem. I may prevent it. 

If in thy wiſdom thou cant give no beip, 

Do you but call my reſolution wic, 

And with this karte I'il help it preſent l.. 

God join'd my heart and Remes e, trcu gur halle, 

And ere tnis hand, by thee to Remes feel <, 

Shall be the label to ancther de-d. 

Or my true heart with treacherous rect 

Turn to another, this all lay them bara : 

Therefore out of thy long experienc'd time, 

Give me ſome preſent counſel, or benold 

'Twixt my extreams and me this Bloody kniſe 

Shall play the umpire ; arbitrating taat, 

Wich the come Mon of thy years and art 

Could to no iſſue of true honour bring: 

. ' i Wi Be 
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Be not ſo long to ſpeak; I long to die, 
If what thou ſpeak'ſt ſpeak not of remedy. 

Fri. Hold daughter, I do ſpy a kind of hope, 
Which craves as deſperate an execution, 
As that is deſperate which we would prevent. 
If rather than to marry county Paris 
Thou haſt the firength of will to ſlay thy ſelf, 
Then it is likely thou wilt undertake. 
A tiing like death, to chide away this ſhame, 


That cop'ſt with death himſelf, to ſcape from it: 


And if thou dar'ſt, I'll give thee remedy. 

Jul. O bid me leap, rather than marry Paris, 
From off the battlements of yonder tower : 
Or chain me to ſome ſteepy mountain's top 
Where roa-ing bears and ſavage lions roam; 
Or ut me nightly in a charnel houſe, 


Oer cover'd quite with dead mens rattling bones, 


Vin r2ety ſhanks, and yellow chapleſs ſkulls, 
O: 5:4 me go into a new made grave, 
and hide me with a dead man in his ſhroud ; 


Things that to hear them nam'd, have made me tremble; 


Any l will do it without fear or doubt, 
To iive an unſtain'd wife to my ſweet love. 


Fri. Hold, then, go home, be merry, give conſent. 


To marry Paris; Wedneſday is to-morrow; + 
To-morrow night, look that thou lie alone. 


(Let not thy nurſe lie with thee in thy chamber :) 


Take thou this vial, being then in bed, 

An! this diſtilled liquour drink taou off, 

Ven preſently through all thy veins ſhall run 
A cold and droufy humour, which ſhall ſeize 
F.xch vital ſpirit ; for no pulſe ſhall keep 
Ilis nat'ral progreſs, but ſurceaſe to beat. 

No warmti, no breath ſhall teſtify thou liveſt ; 
Tu rotes in thy lips and cheeks ſhall fade 
To pale aſhes z thy eyes windows fall 

Line death, when ke ſhuts up the day of life 
Each part depriv*d of ſupple government, 


Sail ſtick, and ſtark, and cold appear like death: 


And in this borrowed likeneſs of ſhrunk death 
Trou ſhalt continue two and forty hours, 
Aud then awake, as from a pleaſant ſleep. 


15 


Now 


S 2 
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In this reſolve, I'll ſend a Friar with ſpeed 
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Now when the bridegroom in the morning comes 
To rouſe thee from thy bed, there art thou dead: 
Then as the manner of our country is, 

In thy beſt robes uncover'd on the bier, 

Be born to burial in thy kindreds grave: 

Thou ſhalt be born to that ſame antient vault, 
Where all the kindred of the Capulets lye. 


In the mean time, againſt thou ſhalt awake, 


Shall Romeo by my letters know our drift, 
And hither ſhall he come; and be and I 
Will watch thy waking, and that very night 


Shail Romeo bear thee hence to Mantua ; 
And this ſhall free thee from this preſent ſliame, 
If no unconſtant toy nor womanith fear 
Abate thy valour in the acting it. 
Jul. Give me, oh give me, tell me not of fear. 
5 [taking the via“? 
Fri. Hold get you gone, be ſtrong and proiperous 
To Mantua, with my letters to thy lord. | 
Jul. Love give me itreagth, and ſtrength ſhall help 
afford. 
Farewel, dear father: [ Exeunt. 


SCENE IL 


Capulet's Hoſe. 


Enter Capulet, Lady Capulet, Nurſe, and two ar three 
ſervants. 


Cap. S O many gueſts invite as here are writ ; 
Sirrah, go hire me twenty cunning cooks. 
Serv. You thall have none ill, Sir, for I'll try it they 
can lick their fingers. 


. canſt thou try them ſo? | 
Ses D. arry, Sir, 'tis an ill cook that cannot lick his 


own fingers: therefore he that cannot lick his fingers, 
goes not ith me. 
Cap. Go, be gone, 
We ihall be much unfurnih'd for this time: 
What is my da'1gite” gone to Friar Lazwwrance ? 
Nurie. Ay for:coth. 
23 Cas 
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Cap. Well, he may chance to do ſome good on her : 
A peeviſh ſelfwill'd harlotry it is. 
1 Enter juliet. 

Narſe, 8 — ſhe comes from ſhrieft, with merry 

"Ys. | 

Cap. How now, my head firong ? where have you 

been gadding ? 

Jul. Where I havelearnt me to repent the fin 
Of diſobedient oppoſition 
To you and your beheſts; and am enjoyn'd 
By holy Lawrance, to fall proſtrate here, 

And beg your pardon : pardon, I beſeech you! 
Henceforward I am ever rul'd by you. 

Cap. Send for the County, go tell him of this, 
T'il have this knot knit up to-morrow morning. 

Jul. I met the youthful lord at Lawrence” cell, 
And gave him what becoming love I might, 

Not ſtepping o'er the bounds of modeſty. 

Cap. Why I'm glad on't, this is well, ſtand up, 
This is as't ſhould be, let me ſee the County: 

Ay, marry, go l fay, and fetch him hither. 
Now afore God, this reverend holy Friar, 
All our whole city is much bound to him. 

Jul. Nurſe, will you go with me into my cloſet, 
To help me ſort fuch needful ornaments 
As you think fit to furniſh me to-morrow ? 


La. Cap. No, not 'till Thurſday, there is time enough. 
Cap. Ge nurſe, go with her, we'll to church to mor- 
row. (Exeunt Juliet and Nur ſe. 


La. Cap. We ſhall be ſhort in our proviſion; 
*Tis now near night. 

Cap. Tuſh, I will ſtir about, 
And all things thall be well, 1 warrant thee, wife: 
Go thou to Juliet, help to deck up her, 
T'Il not to bed to night, let me alone: 
PII play the houſewife for this once. What ho? 
They are all forth; well I will walk myſelf 
To County Paris, to prepare him up 
Agaigſt to-morrow. My heart's wondrous light, 
Since this ſame way ward girl is fo reclaim'd. 


(Exeunt Capulet and lady Capulet. 
SCENE. 
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SCENE III. 
Juliet's Chamber. 


| Enter Juliet and Nur/e. 
Jul. A Y thoſe attires are beſt ; but gentle nurſe, 
I pray thee leave me to myſelf to-night ; 
For I have need of many oriſons 
To move the heav'ns to ſmile upon my ſtate, 
Which well thou know'ſt is croſs and full of ſin. 
Enter lady Capulet. = ; 
La. Cap. What are you buſie, do you need my help? 
Ju. No, madam, we have cull'd ſuch neceitaries 
As are behoveful for our ſtate to-morrow : 
So pleaſe you, let me now be left alone; 
And let the nurſe this night fit up with you; 
For I am (ure vou have vour hands full all, 


In this fo ſudden buſineſs. 


La. Cap. Good-night. 

Get thee to bed and reſt, for thou haſt need. (Exeunt. 
Jul. Farewell - God knows when we {hall meet 

again! 

T have a faint col i fear thrills through my veins, 

That almoſt freezes up the heat of lite. 

F'll call them back again to com'o-t me. 

Nurſe what ſhould ſhe do here ? 


My diſmal ſcence I needs muſt act alone: 


Come vial - What if this mixture do not work at all? 

Shall I of force be married to the Count ? 

No, no, this ſhall forbid it; lye thou there 
| (Painting to a dagger. 

What if it be a poiſon, which the Friar 

Subt ly hath miniſtred, to have me dead, 

Leſt in this marriage he ſhould be diſhonour'd, 

Becauſe he mar ied me before to Romeo? 

I fear it is; and yet m-*thinks it thould not, 

For he hath ſtill been tried a holy man- 

How, if when I am laid into tat tomb, 

I wake before the time that Romeo 

Comes to redeem me ? there's a fearſul point ! 

Saall I not then be Riiled in tic vant, 
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To whole foul mouth no healthſome air breaths in? 
And there be ſtrangled ere my Romeo comes? 

Or if live, is it not very like 

The horrible conceit of death and night, 

Together with the terror of the place, 

(As in a vault, an antient receptacle, 

Where for theſe many hundred years, the bones 
Of all my buried anceſtors are packt: 

Where bloody Tibalr, yet but green in earth, 

Lies feſtring in his ſhroud ; where, as they ſay, 
At ſome hours in the night ſpirits reſort 
Alas, alas ! is it not like, that I 

So early waking, what with loathſome ſmells, 

And ſhrieks like mandrakes torn out of the earth, 


That living mortals hearing them run mad — 


Or if I awake, ſhall I not be diſtraught, 
(invironed with all theſe hideous fears,) 

And madly play with my fore-fathers joints, 

And pluck the mangled T:iba/t from his ſhroud ? 
And in tais rage with ſome great kinſman's bone 
As with a club, daſh out my deſperate brains? 

O look! me thinks I ſee my couſin's ghoſt 
Seeking out Romeo, that did ſpit his body | 
Upon a rapier's point Stay Tibalt, ſtay ! 
Romeo, 1 come this do I drink to thee. 


[She throws herjelf on the bed. 


SCENE IV. 
A HALL. 
Enter Lady Capulet and Nur/e. 


La. Cap. HOLD, take theſe keys and fetch more 


ſpices, nurſe. 


Nurſe. They call for dates and quinces in the paſtry, 


Enter Capulet. 


Cay. Come, ſtir, ſtir, ſtir, the ſecond cock hath crow'd, 


The curphew beil bath rung, *tis tree a clock: 
Lock to the bak'd meats, g:01 ng (lica. 
Spare not ior cull, 


Nurſe. 
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Nurſi. Go, go, you cot-quean, go: 
Get you to bed; faith you will be ſick to morrow 
For this night's watching. 
Cap. No. not a whit: what I have watch'd ere now 
All night for a leſs cauſe, and ne'r been ſick. 
La. Cap. Ay you have been at a mouſe-hunt in your 
tune, 
But I will watch you, from ſuch watching, now. 
[ Exeunt ! ady Capulet and Nurſe. 
Cap. A jealous hood, a jealous hood ——— 
Now, fellow, what's there ? 
Enter three or four with ſpits, logs, and baſh:ts, 
Ser. Things for the cook, Sir, but I know not what 
Cap. Make haſt, ſirrah, fetch drier logs. 
Call Peter, he will ſhew thee where they are. 
Ser. I have a head, Sir, that will find out logs, 
And never trouble Peter for the matter. 
Cap. Maſ; and well ſaid, a merry horſon, ha! 
Thou ſhalt bel gger-head — good faith, tis day. 
| [ Play muſic, | 
The county will be here with muſick ſtraight, 
For fo he ſaid he would, I hear him near. 
Nurſe, wite, what ho? what nurie, I ſay ? 
| Enter Nurſe. 
Go waken Juliet, go trim her up, 
I will go chat with Paris: hie, make haſte. 
Make haſte, the brid-2room is come already 


Make haſte, I ſay. [ExeuntCapulet and Nurſe ſeverally. 


SCENE V. 


— 
Scene draws and diſcover: Juliet on a bed. 


ny Re-enter Nur ſe. 15 
Nurſe. Miſtreſs, what miſtreſs ! Juliet — Fall I 

warrant her. | | | 

Why lamb ——— why lady— Fie you ſlug.a-bed— 

Why love, I ſay, Madam, ſweet-heart—why bride — 

V Vhat, not a word ! you take your penny worths now; 

Sleep for a week: for the next night | warrant, 

The County Paris hath ſet up his reſt, 

That you ſhall reſt but little — God forgive me 

| Marry. 
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Marry and amen How ſound is the alleep ? 
I maſt needs wake her ycu : madam, madam, madam, 
Av, let tne County take you in your bed 
He'll frigat you up i'faith. V Vill it not be? 
V Vhat dreſt, and in your cloaths —-and down again! 
I muſt needs wake Lady, lady, lady — 
Alas! alas! help! help! my lady's dead. 
O well-a-day, that ever I was born? 
Some agua vit e, ho! my lord, my lady /! 
Enter lady Capulet. 

La. Cap, V Vhat noiſe is here ? 

Nurſe. O lamentable day 

La. Cap. VVhat is the matter? 

Nurſe. Look oh! heavy day! 

La Cap. Oh me, oh me, my child, my only life f 
Revive look up or I will dye with thee z 
Help, 9 call help. 


Eater Capulet. 
Cap. For ſhame bring Juliet ſorth her lord is come. 


Nurſe. She's dead deceaſt, ſhe's dead: alack the day! 


| Cay. Ha f let me ſee ber Out alzfs, ſic's cold, 
Her blood is ſettl'd, and her joints are ſtiff. 
Life and tneſe lips have long been ſeparated - 
Death lies on her, like an untimely troſt- 
Upon the ſweeteſt flower of all tne field. 
Accurſed time! unfortunate oid man! 
Nur/e, O lamentable day! 
La. Cab. O wolul time! 
Cay. Death that hath ta“ en her hence to make me wail, 
Ties up my tongue, and will not let me ſpcak. 
Enter Friar Lawre nc2 and Paris with muſicians. 
Fi. C me, is the bri le ready to go to church? 
Cap. Read; to go. but never to return. 
O ſon, the night belore thy edding day 
Hath death lain with thy wife: ſes, che e hie lies, 
Flower as ſhe was deflower'd now by him: 
Death is my ſon-in-law 
Par. Have [ thought jug to ſee this morning's face, 
And doth it give me {uch a fight as this? 
La Cap. Accurſt, unhappy, wretched, hateful day, 
Moſt miſerable hour, that Time e'er ſaw 
In laſting labuur of his pilgrimage. 
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But one, poor one, one poor and loving child, 


And cruel death hath catch'd it from my light. 
Nurſe. Oh woe ! oh woeful, woeful day, 
Moſt lamentable day ! moſt woeful day ! 
That ever, ever I did yet behold, 
Oh day ? oh day! oh day! oh hateful day! 
Never was ſeen fo black a day as this: 
Oh woeſul day! oh woeful day! 
Par. Beguil'd, divorc'd, wrong'd, ſpighted, ſlain, 
Moſt deteſtable death, by thee beguil'd, 
By cruel, cruel thee quite overthrown : 
O love, O life, not life, but love in death! 
Cap. Deſpis'd, diſtreſſed, hated, martyr'd, kill'd, 
Uncomfortable time ! why cam'ſt thou now 
To murther, murther our ſolemnity? 
O child! O child! my feul, and not my child! 
Dead art thou! dead alack! my child is dead; 


And with my child, my joys are buried. 


Fri. Peace, ho, for ſhame ! c-nfuſion's cure lives not 
In taeſe confuſions : Heav'n and yourſelf 
Had part in this fair maid ; now heav'n hath all. 
And all the better is it for the maid : 
Your part in her you could not keep from death, 
But heav'n keeps Lis part in eternal life. 
The moſt, you ſought, wes ber promotion; 
ror 'twas vour heav'n the ſhould be advanc'd : 
And weep you now, ſeeing the is advanc'd. 
Above tae clouds, as hig as heav'n him:ell ? 
Ou, in this love vou love your child fo ill. 
That you run mad, ſeeing, that the is well. 
She's not well marry'd, that lives marri-d long 
But the's beſt marry d, that dies marry'a young. 
Dry up your tears, and ſtrike your roſcaiary 
On this fair coarſe : and as the cuſtom is, 
And in her beſt array, hear ber to church. 
For tho? fond nature bids us all lamenc, 
Yet nature's tears are ræaſon's mrriment. 
Cap. All thiags that we ordained ſeſtival, 
Turn ir-m their cifice to black funeral: 
Our instruments, to m=lancholy bells; 
Our weclding cher, to a fad funeral frat 
Our ſolemn hy ans to ſullen dirges change; 
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Our bridal flow'rs ſerve for a buried coarſe, 
And all things change them to the contrary. 
Fri, Sir, go you in, and, madam go with him; 
And go, Sir Paris; every one prepare 
To follow this fair coarſe unto her grave. 
The heav*ns do low'r upon you, for ſome ill; 
Move them no more, by croſſing their high will. 
(Eveunt Cap. La. Cap. Paris and Friar. 
Manent Muficians and Nurſe. 

An ſ. Faith we may put up our pipes and be gone. 
Nurſe. Honeſt good fellows : ah, put up, put up, 
For well you know this is a pitiful caſe. [| Exie Nurſe. 
Muf. Ay, by my troth, the caſe may be amended. 

Enter Peter. | 
Pet. Muſicians, oh muſicians, heart's eaſe, heart's 
| eaſe : oh, an you will have me live, play heart's eaſe. 
Maſ. Why heart's eaſe ? 
Pet. O muſicians, becauſe my heart itſelf plays, my 
heart itſelf is full of woe. O play me ſome merry 3 
to comfort me ! 
Aluſ. Not a dump we, 'tis no time to play now. 
Pet. You will not then? 
Auf. No. 
Pet. I will then give it you ſoundly. 
Maf. What will you give us ? 
Pet. No money on my faith, but the gleek : I will 
ive vou the minſtrel, 
Muf. Then will I give you the ien creature, 
Pet. Here will I lay the ſerving creature's dagger on 


your Fate. I will carry no crotchets. I'll re you, I'll. 


Je vou. do you note me? 

Auf. An you re us, and fa us, you note us, 

2 Muf. Pray you put up your dagger; and put out 

your wit 

Pet. Then have at you with my vit: I will drybeat 
yeu with an iron wit, and put up my iron dagger. 
Aniwer me like men. 
When gr iping priefs the heart doth ar ound, 
* hen m: naſe c with her fe ver ſcund- 

Wi y fiiver ſound? why muſic wich ber ſilver ſcund! 

What far you, Simon Catling? 

fa. Marry, Sir, be caule ſilver hath a ſweet ſound. 
Pet. Preiiy ! What lay you, Hugh Receck? 
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2 Muſ. I ſay filver ſound, becauſe muſicians ſound 
for ſilver. 
Pet. Pretty too! what ſay you Samuel Sound-board ? 
3 Muf. Faith I know not what to ſay. 
Pet. O! I cry you mercy, you are the finger, I will 


ſay for you. It is muſick with her ſilver ſound, becauſe 


ſuch fellows as you have no gold for ſounding. 
The muſick with her filver ſoutd 
Doth lend redreſs. [ Exit finging. 
Mu/. What a peſtilent knave is this ſame ? 
2 Muf. Hang him, Jack, come we'll in here, tarry 
or the mourners, will ftay dinner. | LExeunt. 


8 


ACT v. SCENE I. 
„ 


| | Enter Romeo. 
IF I may truſt the flattering truth of ſleep, 

My dreams preſage ſome joyful news at hand ? 
My boſom's lord fits lightly on his throne, 
And all this day, an unaccuſtom'd fpirit, 
Lifts me above the ground with chearful thougts. 
I dreamt my lady came and found me dead, : 
(Strange dream ! that gives a dead man leave to think) 
And breath'd ſuch life with kiſſes on my lips, 
That I reviv'd and was an emperor. } 
Ah me! how ſweet is love it ſelf poſſeſt, 
When but love's ſhadows are ſo rich in joy ? 

Enter Balthazar. 

News from Verona How now Balthazar ? 
Doſt thou not bring me letter from the Friar? 
How doth my lady ? is my father well? 
How doth my Juliet? that I aſk again, 
For nothing can be ill, if ſhe be well. 
Bal Then ſhe is well, and nothing can be ill; 
Her body ſleeps in Capzlet's monument, 
And her immortal part with angels lives: 
I ſaw her laid low in her kindreds vault, 
And preſently took poſt to tell it you : 
O pardon me for bringing theſe ill news, 
Since you did leave it for 7 office, Sir. 
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Rom. It is even ſo? then I defy you, ſtars! 
Thou know'ſt my lodging, get me ink and paper 
And hire poſt horſes. ! will hence to-night. 5 
Bal. Pardon me, Sir, I dare not leave you thus. 
Your looks are pale and wild, and do import 
Some miſadventure. 
Rom. Tuſn, thou art deceiv'd. 
Leave me, and do the thing I bid thee do: 
Haſt thou no letters to me from the Friar ? 
Bal. No, good my lord. 
Rom. No, matter: get thee 5 
And hire thoſe horſes, I'll be with thee ſtraight [ Ex. Bal. 
Well Juliet, I will lie with thee to-night ; _ 
Let's fee for means—— O miſchief ! thou art ſwift 
To enter in the thought of deſperate men 
I do remember an apothec 
And tereabouts he dwells, whom late I noted 
In tatter'd weeds, with overwhelming brov s, 
Culling of ſimples; meager were his looks, 
Sharp miſery hath worn him to the bones : 
And in his needy ſhop a tortoiſe hung, 
An alligator ſtuft and other ſkins 
Of ill ſhap'd fiſhes, and about his ſhelves 
A beggarly account of empty boxes: 
Green earthen pots, bladders, and muſty ſeeds, 
Remnants of packthread, and old cakes of roſes 
Where thinly ſcatter d, to make up a ſhew 
Noting this penury, to my ſelf I ſaid, 
And if a man did need a poiſon now, 
Whoſe ſale is preſent death in Lantua, 
Here lives a caitiff wretch would (ell it kim. 
Oh this ſ2me thought did but ſore- run my need, 
And this ſame needy man muſt (ell it me. 
As | remember, this ſhould be the houſe, 
Being holy day, the beggar's ſhop is ſhut. 
Wat ho! apothecary ! | 
| Enter Apothecary. N 
Ap. Who calls ſo loud? 
Rem. Come hither man, I ſee that thou art poor; 
Hci, t:.c1e is forty ducats, let me have 
A drm of poiton, ſuch foon-ſpeeding geer, 
As will diiperſe itſelf thro” all the veins, 
That 
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That the life- weary Taker may fall dead ; 
And that the trunk may be diſcharg'd of breath, 
As violently as haſty powder fir'd 
Dot hurry from the fatal canon's womb. 
Ap. Such mortal drugs I have, but Mantua's law 
Is death to any he that utters them. | 
Kom. Art thou ſo bare and full of wretchedneſs, 
And fear'ſt to die? famine is in thy cheeks, 
| Need and oppreſſion ſtare within thine eyes, 
g Contempt and beggary hang upon thy back: 
L The world is not thy friend, nor the world's law ; 
a The world afford's no law to make thee rich: 
Then be not poor, but break it and take this. 
Ap. My poverty, but not my will, conſents. 
pay thy poverty, and not thy will. 
Ap. Put this in any liquid thiag you will, 
And drink it off, and if you had the ſtrenght 
Of twenty men, it would diipatch you ſtraight. 
.. _ Rom. There is thy gold, worſe poiſon to mens ſouls, 
Doing more murders in this loathſome world, 
Than theſe compounds that thou may*ſt not ſel] : 
J ſell thee poiſon, thou haſt ſold me non-. 
| Farewell, buy food, and get thee into fleth. 
Come cordial, and not poiſon, go with me 
| To Juliat's grave, for there muſt I uſe tnee. [ Zxeunt. 


SCENE IU. 


5 The Monaſtry at Verona. 
| Enter Friar. 
Fobn. Horx Franciſcan Friar ! brother! ho? 
| EY Enter Friar Lawrence to him. 
Law. This ſame ſhould be the voice of Friar 70. 
n from Mantua; what ſays Romeo ? 
Or if his mind be writ, give me his letter. 
Jabn Going to find a bare-foot bruther out, 
One of our order to aſſociate me, 
Here in this city viſiting the ſick ; 
And finding him, the ſearchers of the town 
Suſpecting that we both were in a houle 
Where the infectious 2 did reign, 
2 
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Seal'd up the doors, and would not let us forth, 
So that my ſpeed to Mantua there was ſtaid. 
Law. Who bore my letter then to Romeo? 
Fohn. I could not ſend it, here it is again, 
Nor get a meſſenger to bring it thee, 
So fearful were they of infection. 
Law. Unhappy fortune! by my brotherhood, 
The letter was not nice, but full of charge, 
Of dear import, and the neglecting it 
May do much danger. Friar John, go hence, 
Get me an iron crow, and bring it ſtraight 
Unto my cell. | 
Fohn, Brother, I'll go and bring it thee. [ Exit. 
Law. Now muſt | to the monument alone: 
Within, theſe three hours will fair Juliet wake: 
She will beihrew me much, that Romeo 
Hath had no notice of theſe * accidents ; 
But I will write again to Mantua, 
and keep her at my cell till Remes come! 


Poor living coarſe, clos d in a dead - man's tomb ! ¶ Exit 


SCENE NI. 
A church-yard : in it a monument belonging to the Capulets. 


Exter Paris and his page, with a light. 
Par. Glas the torch, boy; hence, and ſtand 
oof. 
Yet put it out, for I would not be ſeen : 
Under yon yew-trees lay thee all along, 
Laying thy ear cloſe to the hollow ground; 
So ſhall no foot upon the church- yard tread, 
(Being looſe, unfirm, with digging up of graves) 
Put thou ſhalt hear it: whiſtle then to me, 
As ſignal that thou hear ſt ſomething approach. 
Give me thoſe flow'rs. Do as I bid thee, go. 
Page. I am almoſt afraid to ſtand alone 
Here in the church-yard, yet I will adventure. [ Exit. 
Par. Sweet flower! with flow'rs thy bridal bed I 
ſtrew | (Strawing flowers. 
Fair Juliet, that with angels doſt remain, 
Accept this lateſt favour at my hand, 


That 
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Than empty tygers, or the roaring iea. 
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That living honour'd thee, and being dead 
With fun'ral obſequies adorn thy tomb. | 

; [ The boy whiſtles. 
—The boy gives warning, ſomething doth approach 
What curſed foot wanders this way to-night, | 
To croſs my obſequies, and true loves rite : 
What with a torch ? muffle me, night, a while, 


SCENE IV. 
Enter Romeo and Bal thazar with a light. . 


Rom. Give me that mattock, and the wrenching iron; 
Hold, take this letter ; early in the mornin 


See thou deliver it to my lord and father. 


Give me the light ; upon thy life I charge thee, 
What e're thou hear'ſt or ſeeſt, ſtand all aloof, 
And do not interrupt me in my courſe. 

Why I deſcend into this bed ot death, 

Is partly to behold my lady's face : 

But chiefly to take thence from her dead finger 
A precious ring, a ring that I muſt uſe 

In dear imployment ; therefore hence be gone : 
But if thou, jealous, doſt return to pry 

In what I further ſhall intend to do, 

By heaven I will tear thee joint by joint, 

And ſtre this hungry church-ya:d with thy limbs; 
Tune time and my intents are ſavage, wild, 

More fierce and more inexorable far 


Bal. Iwill be gone, Sir, and not trouble you. 
Rom. So thalt thou thew me friendihip. Take thou that. 
Live and be proſp' rous and farewel good fellow. 
Bal. For all this ſame, I'll hide me hereabout ; 
His looks | fear, and his intents I doubt. (Exit. 
Rem. Thou deteſtable maw, thou womb of death, 
Gorg'd with the deareſt morſel of the earta ; 
Thus I enforce thy rotten jaws to open. 
| [ Br eaking open the monument. 
And in deſpight I'll cram thee with more food. 
Par This is the banitht haughty Montague; 
That murther'd my love's couſin : (with which grief 
It is ſuppoſed the fair creature dy d,) 
— G 2 


And 
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And here is come to do ſome villainous ſhame 

To the dead bodies: I will apprehend him. 

Stop thy unhallowed toil, vile Montague : 

Can vengeance be purſu'd further than death ? 

Condemned villain, I do apprehend thee ; 

Obey, and go with me, for thou muſt die. 
Rom. I muſt indeed, and therefore came I hither — 

Good gentle youth, tempt not a deſp'rate man, 

Fly hence and leave me: think upon theſe gone, 

Let them affright thee. I beſeech thee youth, 

Pull not another fin upon my head, 

By urging me to fury. Oh be gone ! 

By heav'n | love thee better than my ſelf 

For I come hither arm'd againſt my ſelf. 

Stay not, be gone; live, and hereafter ſay, 

A madman's mercy bid thee run away, 

Par. I do dehie thy commiſeration, 

And apprehend thee for a felon here. 

Rom. Wilt thou provoke me ? then have at thee boy. 
[ They fight, Paris falls. 

Page. O lord they fight ! will go call the watch. 

Par. Ol am Nin if thou be merciful, 

Open the tomb, lay me with Juliet. [ Dier. 
"Rom. In faith 1 will: let me peruſe this face 
Alercutio's kinſman ! Noble county Paris ! 
What ſaid my man, when my betoſſed ſoul 
Did not attend him as we rode ? I think 
He told me Paris ſhould have married Juliet. 
Said he not ſo? or did I dream it ſo? 

Or am I mad, hearing bim talk of vuliet, 
To think it was ſo? Oh give me thy hand, 
One writ with me, in ſour misfortune's book. 
J'll bury thee in a triumphant grave. 
A grave? Om; a lanthorn, flaughter'd youth, 
For here lies Juliet; and her beaut * mak es 
This vault a feaſting pretence full of light. 
Death, lie thou there, by a dead man interr'd. 

[ Laying Paris in the monument. 
How oft, when men are at the point of death, 
Have they been merry ? which their keepers call 
A hg ting before death — O how may I 
Cat: tais aligbtening! O my love, my wile! 


Dead 
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Death that hath ſuckt the honey of thy breath, 
Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty: 
Thou art not conquer'd, beauty's enſign yet 
Is crimſon in thy lips and in thy cheeks, 
And death's pale flag is not advanced there 
Tibalt, lyſt thou there in thy blobdy ſheet ? 
Oh what more favour, can | do to thee, 
Than with that hand that cut thy youth in twain, 
To ſunder his that was thy enemy? 
Forgive me, couſin—Ah dear Falter, 
Why art thou yet fo fair? ſhall I believe 
That unſubſtantial death is am'rous, 
| And that the lean abborred monſter keeps 
| Thee here in dark to be his paramour : 
| For fear of that, I ſtill will ſtay with thee, 
And never from this palace of dim night 
Depart again: 
Here, here will I remain, 
With worms that are thy chamber-maids ; oh, here 
Will I ſet up my everlaſting reſt ; | 
And ſhake the yoke of inauſpicious ſtars 
From this world-weary'd fleth. Eyes, look your laſt! 
Arms, take your laſt embrace! and lips, oh yu 
The doors of breath, ſeal with a rigttcous kt:s 
A deathleſs bargain to engroſſing deatn; 
Come bitter conduct, come unſavo y guide, 
Thou deſp' rate Pilot, now at once run on 
The daſhing rocks my ſea- ſick u eary bark : | 
Here's to my love! oh true apothecary ! Drinks the poiſon. 
y Thy drugs are quick. Thus with a kits I die. (Dies. 
Enter Friar Lawrence with lanthron crow and ſpade. 
Fai. St. Francis be my ſpeed, how oft to nigit 
Have my old feet ſtumbled at graves ? who's there? 
8 Enter Balthazar. 
Bal. Here's one, a friend and one that knows you 
well. | | 
Fri. Bliſs he upon you. Tell me, good my friend, 
What tcrch is yend that vainly lends his ligat 
To grubs and eycleſs ſculls? as I diſcern, 
It burneth in tt Capu ets monument. 
Fa. It dota to, holy Sir, 
And there's my matter, cre you deariy love. 


Fri. 
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Fri: Who is it? 

Bal. Romeo. 
Eri. How long hath he been tbere? 

Bal. Full half an hour. 

Fri. Go with me to the vault. 

Bal. dare not, Sir. | 
My Maſter knows not but I am gone hence, 
And fearfully did menace me with death, 
if I did ſtay to look on his intents. 

Fri. Stay, then I'll go alone; fear comes upon me; 
O much l fear ſome ill unlucky thing, 

Bal. As I did ſleep under this EM here, 
I dreamt my maſter and another fo ought, 


And that my maſter ſlew him. 


Fri. Romeo | 
Alack, alack, what blood is this which ſtains 
The ſtony entrance of this ſepulcher ? 
What mean theſe maſterleſs and goary ſwords 
To lie diſcolour'd by this place of peace? 
Romeo ! oh pale ! Who elſe? what Paris too? 
And ſteep'd in blood? ah, what an unkind hour 
1s guilty of this lamentable chance ? 
Tue lady ſtirs. 
Jul. ( 11 O comfortable Fri, where s my 
ord ? 
I do remember well where I ſhould be ; 
And there I am ; but where is Romeo ? 
Fri. 1 hear ſome noiſe Lady, come from that neſt 
Of death, contagion, and unatural ſleep; 
A greater power than we can contradict, 
Hath thwarted our intents ; come, come away 
Thy huſband in thy boſom there lies dead, 
And Paris too — Come, I'll diſpoſe of thee, 
Among a ſiſte hood of holy ths * 
Stay not a queſtion, for the watch is coming; 
Come, go good Juliet; l dare no longer ſtay. Exit. 
Jul Go, get thee hence, for [ will not away. 
What's here? a cupclos'd in my true love's hand * _ 
Poiſon I fee hath been his timelets end. 
Oh ckur-l, drink all, and leave no friendly d-op 
To help me after? I will kiſs thy I! ps, 
Hlaply ſome poiſon yet deth hang cn them; 
To 


— 


— 
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To make me die with a reſtorative. 
Thy lips are warm. 
Enter Boy and Watch. 
Watch. Lead boy, which way ? 
Jul Yea, noiſe ? 


Then I'll be brief. O happy dagger! [Finding a dagger. 


This is thy ſheath, there ruſt and let me die [ Kills her/elf. 
Boy. This is the place. there where the torch doth burn. 
Watch. The ground is bloody. Search about the 

| church-yard. 

Go ſome of you, whome'er you find attach. 

Pitiful fight ! here lies the County ſlain, 

And Juliet bleeding warm and newly dead, 

Who here nath lain theſe two days buried. 

Go tell the Prince, run to the Capulers, 

Raiſe up the Montagues, me others ſearch —————— 


We ſee tbe ground whereon theſe woes do lie, 


Fut the true ground of all taeſe piteous woes 
We cannot without circumſtance deſery 
Enter jome rf the Watch æuith Balthazar. 

2 I atch. Here's Romeo's man, we found him in the 
cturch-yard, | 

1 Wat. Hold him in ſafety till the Prince comes hither. 

Enter another Watchman with Friar Lawrence. 

3 Wat. Here is a Friar that trembles, ſighs and weeps: 
We took this mattock and thiFipade from him, 
As ke was coming from this church-yard ſide. 

1 Hatch. A great ſuſpicion: ſtay the Friar too. 

SCENE V. 
Ester the Prince and attendants. 

Prin. What miſadventure is fo early up, 

That calls our perſon from our morning's reſt ? 
Enter Capulst and lady Capulet. | 

Cap. What ihould it be that they ſo ſhriek abroad? 

La. Cap. The People in the ſtreet cry Romeo, 

Some Juliet, and ſome Paris; and all run 
With open out- cry tow'rd our monument. 

Prin. What fear is this which ſtartles in your ears? 

Watch. Sovereign, here lyes the County Paris ſlain, 
And Romeo dead, and Juliet (dead before) 

Warm and new kill C. Prin. 
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Prin. Search, ſeek, and know how this foul mur- 


ther comes. 

Watch. Here is a Friar, and ſlaugater'd Romeo's man. 
With inftruments upon them, fit to open 
Theſe dead mens tombs. 

Cap. Oh heav'n! oh wife, Idok how our daughter 
This dagger bath miſta'en, for loe the theath [bleeds ! 
Lies empty on the back of Montague, 
The point miſ-ſheathed in my daughter's boſom, 
La. Cap Oh me, this ſight of death is as a bell, 
That warns my old age to a ſepulcher. 8 

Enter Montague. 

Prin. Come Montague, for thou art early up, 
To ſee thy ſon and heir now early down. 

Mon. Alas, my liege, my wife is dead to-night, 
_ Grief of my ſon's exile hata ſtop'd her breath: 
What further woe conſpires againſt my age? 

Prin. Look, and thou ſhalt tee. 

Mon. Oh thou untaught, what manners is in this, 
To preſs be:ore thy father to a grave ? 

Prin. Seal up ine moutn of out- rage for a while 
Till we can clear theſe ambiguities, 


And know their ſpring, their head, their true deſcent ; 


And then | will be generai of your woes, 
And lead you even to deata. Mean time forbear, 
And let miſchance be ſlave to patience. 
Bring forth the parties cf fufoicion. 
Fri. | am the greateſt, able to do leaſt, 
Yet moſt ſuſpected as the time and place 
Doth make again? me cf this direful murther ; 
And here [ {tand both to impeach and purge 
My ſelf condemned, and my ſelf excus'd. 
Prin. Then ſay at once what thou doſt know in this. 
Fri. I will be brief, for m/ {hort date of breath 
Is not ſo long as is a tedious tale. 
| Romes there dead, was huſb ind to that Juliet; 
And ſhe there dead, that Romeo's faithful wife: 
J married them; an4 their ſtol'n marriage day 
Was Tibalt's dooms-day, whole untimely death 
Baniih'd the new-made brid:groom from this city 
For whom, and not for Tibalt, Juliet pin'd. 
You to remove that ſiege of grief from her, 
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Betroth'd, and would have married her perforce 
To County Paris. Then comes ſhe to me, 
And with wild looks, bid me deviſe ſome means 
To rid her from this ſecond marriage, 
Or in my cell there would ſhe kill herſelf. 
Then gave I her (fo tutor'd by my art) 
A ſleeping potion, which ſo took effect 
As] intended, for it wrought on her 
The form of death. Mean time | writ to Romeo, 
That he ſhould hither come, at this dire night, 
To help to take her from her — grave, 
Being the time the potion's force ſhould ceaſe. * 
But he which bore my letter, Friar John, 
Was ftaid by accident, and yefternight 
Return'd my letter back; then all alone, 
At the perfixed hour of her awaking, 
Came I to take her from her kindreds vault, 
Meaning to keep her cloſely at my cell, 
Till I conveniently could ſend to Romeo. 
But when | eame (ſome minute ere the time 
Of her awaking) here untimely lay 
The noble Paris and true Romeo dead. 
She wakes, and I intreated her come iorth, 
And bear ti.is work of heav'n with patience : 
But then a nciſe did ſcare me from the tomb, 
And ſhe too deſperate would not go with me, 
But, as it ſeems, did violence on herſelf. 
All tais I know, and to the marriage 
Her nurſe is privy : but if ought in this 
Miſcarried by my fault, let my old life 
Be ſacrific'd, ſome hour before the time, 
Unto the rigrur of ſevereſt law. 
Prin. We ſtill have known thee for an holy man, 
Where's Romeo's man? what can he ſay to this? 
Bal. | brougat my maſter news of Juliet's death, 
And then in poſt te came from Mantua 
To this ſame place, to this ſame monument. 
This letter he early bid me give his father, 
And threatned me with death, going to the vauit, 
It I departed not, and left him there. 
Prin. Give me tie letter, I will lock on it. 
Where is the County's page that rais'd the watch? 
3 Sirrah 
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Sirrah, what made your maſter in this place ? 


Page. He came with flowers to ſtrew his lady's grave, 
And bid me ſtand aloof, and fo I did : 

Anon comes one with light to ope the tomb, 

And by and by my maſter drew on him. 

And then I ran away to call the watch. 

Prince. This letter doth make good the Friar's words 
Their courſe of love, the tidings of her death: | 
And here he writes, that he did buy a poiſon 
Of a poor *pothecary, and therewithal 
Came to this vault to die, and lye with Juliet. 

Where he theſe enemies? Capulet Montague! 
See what a ſcourge is laid upon your hate, 

That heav'n finds means to kill your joys with love! 
And I, for winking at ye diſcords too, | 
Have loſt a brace of kinſmen, all are pun.ſh'd!. 

Cap. O brother Montague, give me thy hand, 

This is my daughter's jointer ; for no more 
Can I demand. 

Mon. But I can give thee more, 

For I will raiſe her ſtatue in pure gold, 
That while Yeroxa by that name is known, 
There ſhall no figure at that rate be ſet, 
As that of true and faithful Juliet? 

Cap. As rich ſhall Romeo by his lady lye, 
Poor ſacrifices of our enmity ! 
| Prin. A gloomy peace this morning with it brings, 

The ſun for ſorrow will not thew his head; 
Go hence to have more taik of theſe ſad things; 

Some ſhall be pardon'd and ſome puniſhed. 

For never was a ſtory of more woe, : 


Than this of Faliet and her Romeo. [ Exennt omnes. 
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